he Ne oe See ae ae, 
Re eS 


SUES Se 


SSNS seers 


vate 

Sat aan Gro eI 

SS eae 
Seen 


i 
Si 
Yer 


Say. 


yar 


wh 
ir 


ane 


oe 


(at) 
», 


ie eR 


+ 


er 


Beto. 
asin 


ae 


ny vel 
ea 
wakes 


Sted 
(heyy tes 
Nagin 
ee 


nas 


yy 
\. 


Yrenee 
% 


Verte 
Yet ten 
Baty 


titer tin 
Sian 
May 


os 
+¥e 


Oui 


nvea te 


eee, 

















% 














” 





























oat) a 


es 7 





r, 4 re hy at rn 
a aden Bis | 
| .\ win t 


G 4 amet it 


fh ft aye 
oa Milnaed Mi st 


Pee ie 


ee 


wo" 


THE WHITE SLAVE TRAFFIC 


and 


RESCUE WORK 


BY 
| Mrs. M. Alice D tina 


Leavenworth; Pauly 





WHAT CAUSES GIRLS TO FALL INTO SIN? 
WHAT KEEPS THEM THERE? 
DOES IT PAY TO HELP THEM? 


TABLE OF CONTENTS 


Some ‘of :Qur ‘Babies ey. tiace Care, el ee eo ae Page 


PT OTACE fs Se PAUL LON Weed) seer AM WM clement EADY 8 6x5 Mes Gi! MPa raw 
What causes Girls to go into a Life of Shame? ..........._.. Page 6 
AS Fyiendtess?\Ohild, (i005 ee oes San a ee ae Page 17 
Child: PRaborge a eee SU te Le Sie ae age Ret wget ag Page 20 
Phe?! Ballroom) Se ey ee as Oe re ea eee Pe Page 21 
Whe: sReds Lieb tse ge ae a CLs ae ee eae Page 25 
The | White; Slave: brain Ose esi ret ce Beceem Page 28 
What Keeps Them There CM Chm tiaey Ait. SV bY Rie ele Page 36 
Pity (the Wallen’ e223 Wiis ads Pi ie ee Page 39 
The Double Branderd WOES AAP Lre Mea MPa flex te Ae ere OE DL Page 40 
The! Outeast’s, Defense (ij: 0s.0 Ui 2a ae ee Page 44 
Does It Pay to Help Them .................. Relies At pit me Nn vty aahe BSc Page 46 
The Story of an Indian Girl .............. itn ot eae Bods MoMtln a Page 51 
Sequel to an Unusual Drama ..:............: Bed VAL ee Pe Wi cee Page 52 
Bessie and Her Baby nsegentte CS Jer Ui Wn es CHEM MAG RL Page 55 
One Case Where Jt,Paid +222 6ccccccccc ccc eee We Age dae Page 59 
May—Just a “Dri iid eas EVD eee ee pea al Page 65 
A Mothon's Reve (2.9 igs stage etter tose settee ans scree treet ieederte Page 69 
Magdalen’s Return ‘1s... vet APIS SR Te Vy tabaslete: CO SCE UNO Re Page 74 
A Blighted Life—A fost’ SC Gricke haven meas epsieede eae Page 76 
Della—The Saddest Case I ever ROTO Wo fee ae ae ......Page 78 
AS CASE Ok gg VO ON Ree BRR Gs ce A ae ta Sea Page 88 
Tras mesg ee a GN: oe eae Page 90 
Supplenzent to Save the Girls. pal PAUP RACES AE estat 8) Page 92 
IN CO 811-23 Saeco MOUNT MUS ANSE, Bed, WN chu See MSRM MANE AL oe Page 96 
Our News Hape ‘Cottage (7 seh ee Page 99 
cA: Door bt Hope’. PSR bie, WO! AY cern aoe” eee Page 101 
a here te Hope’ for Alb vio ee ala oh ee Page 105 
A Plea for the Pradigal CG Leet eee eo Page -106 
AL Mother ’ssPravet yee iii tds 2 aed a te Page 108 
Ao Mo tieay ss A Weiser (fees ny ek Ee eel a Page 109 
Are You this Child’s Father 2000.0 cccccsccoseecicieecsscu-Page 111 
A. Messace' td Mothers 0000 ee Page 113 
What: About Hoey ze -., | ree ee oy aierp tiie: 114 

: ae ats ILLUSTRATIONS — boy iene 
Kyangelist’ iM. Alice: Duvbant ie oe Page 38 
pinta Peartiy pee ooo Nhe | RIE eS aaNet Ny Le ae ee Page 10 
Have You a Girl to Spare? FTA Me PRIA AIG ool Mant” BM flee co fl Page. 27 
Three Little Missionaries) .......0.......000002....eeecekee- ee aa Page 37 
~ Hope Cottage Rescue. Mission 200... ceececeeececenceneeeeceeeeee Page 47 
“A Band of Workers from Hope potaay SHARURE te pb Sst edit MeN Page 61 
Open ‘Air Bong-Berwiee ei ae a0 ee Ne ls Page 87 
Rev. Martin)Francis Durham ...... APC aide | Aes Weta Page 94 
City Rescues Mistion nik ee Leo ae ee ee aes Page \ 97 
Hope Cottage Rescue Home  ..00000....eeecleeeeeceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeene--- age 100 
Hope: Cottage Officers! icici ck Ee oan beer ee Page 104 
109 


<a ears, wa ynat 


Evangelist 





SAVE THE GIRLS 





PREFACE. 


Ecclesiastes 12—-12: “Of making many books there 
is no end; and much study is a weariness to the flesh.” 


There are books and books, until it would seem that 
another edition would only ‘“‘clog the market” as they 
say, but God has laid it upon my heart to launch this 
one more on the great, restless tide of humanity, as I 
do so breathing a prayer that it may reach the homes, 
hearts and lives of many who have been careless or un- 
concerned as to their own destiny and that of their fel- 
low beings; and let me add this thought—as I look into 
the libraries, I find there even in supposedly Christian 
homes, many of the latest novels and other literature, 
wholy unfit for soul-food or the building up of an hon- 
- est, earnest, pure, clean, upright character; so may God 
cause these few lines, given for His sake, to inspire the 
desire for pure, wholesome literature and an interest in 
the Blood of Jesus. We can truly say, it is not of our- 
selves we speak, but of the Christ, who is our “All in 
All,” whose love constrains us. We would never, nor 
could ever, have done the work we have, if it had not 
been for His love shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy: 
Ghost. The material for this little book has been gath- 
ered by some years of study and personal work in deal- 
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ing with conditions herein set forth, and given as an 
address, at first in Women’s meetings only, then later to 
mixed audiences, as the Holy Spirit pressed home to my 
heart the need of crying out against the sins of the | 
day, that by this means we might “save some.” “‘In the 
morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold not 
thine hand; for thou knowest not whether shall pros- 
per, either this or that, or whether they both shall 
be alike good.” If only one soul is reached I shall feel 
my work has not been in vain. We have used a few 
quotations and illustrations from other writers and 
speakers in emphasizing some special point. We re- 
quest the earnest prayers of all God’s children for the 
rescue work, with its fields so white for hervest, for 
the missionaries and ourselves that every need may 
be supplied. 
| Lovingly submitted, 

) THE AUTHORESS. 

(Stenographic report of address, revised, and en- 
larged.)—-Second Edition revised and enlarged Feb. 20, 
1924. | 
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WHAT CAUSES GIRLS TO GO INTO A LIFE 
OF SHAME? 


As announced and well advertised through the 
courtesy of the daily papers, we have met today to take 
up some of the facts of this vital subject, ‘““The White 
Slave Traffic and Rescue Work.” Vital, because it is 
striking at the very foundation of the moral construc- 
tion of our nation. As I look at this large audience 
and note the looks of earnestness on the faces, I can 
see I am not alone in taking an interest in this subject; 
but fathers and mothers in this city and all over this 
country are awakened as never before. 

There was a time when these subjects, if mentioned 
at all, must be talked privately and in whispers, but 
that time has passed, and we have found they must be 
dealt with by both the Press and Pulpit. There are 
many things which contribute to a girl going down until 
she is living an open or public life of shame. I wish 
to take up a few of these causes and my only reason for 
doing so, is, that I may reach and help those who have 
fallen and those who are yet safe. Wherever I have 
given this address, God has given me from one to 
fifty girls who confessed and sought salvation, most 
of them being in good social standing, their sin having 
been kept secret. No doubt there are many here today 
who would not listen to a woman preacher were it not 
for the subject I am to present—I might tell you why 
I am here and why I speak from a public pulpit. 
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From my earliest recollections I was in a Christian 
home— my mother was one of the best Christians I 
ever knew, and the floods of sorrow, and great, heaving 
billows of grief, sadness, disappointment and affliction 
that rolled over her soul during her life-time, seemed © 
only to sweeten and make brighter the Joy of Christ 
which was her strength; often, when on the floor play- 
ing with my. toys, or reading a book (I learned to read 
when three years of age) I would hear my mother 
speaking to someone, and looking up, I would see her 
with her face turned upward, the tears falling from 
those dear eyes that are now looking at the King in 
His beauty, her hand on the Old Book, saying “Blessed 
Jesus.” My young heart would be stirred within me 
at the sight, and one night, when only 8 years of age, 
in the old U. B. church, down behind an old-fashioned 
_bench, thank God, I found my mother’s Savior. Some 
folks say they don’t know whether they are saved or 
not, but I am glad I was there when Jesus came into 
my heart, and through all the trying scenes of life, I 
have never, for one moment, doubted my conversion at 
that time. ‘There is a spot, to me more dear, than 
native vale or mountain; a spot for which, affection’s | 
tear, springs grateful from its fountain ’Tis not where 
kindred friends abound, though that is almost heaven, 
but where I first my Savior found, and knew my sins 
forgiven.” I was always anxious for others to be won 
for Christ, and was busy in church and Sunday School. 

One cloud ever seemed to hang over me, after the 
death of my father. I would watch mother, and when 
away from home feared to open a letter lest it should 
bear the news that mother was going to die. I was the 
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baby and so had been almost her constant companion. 
When the World’s Fair was in Chicago, relatives from 
there wrote me to come, and finding I could get so 
much more pay for my work there, at the same time 
be with friends with whom I was well acquainted, I 
kissed mother good-bye, telling her how many nice 
things I could buy for her. Just after I had gone, my 
sister and her husband came from Kansas City to visit 
us, so 1 came home at Christmas time, having not seen 
them for several years—found mother quite sick, but 
as long as my sister was there I hurried back to my 
work, but soon had a letter that mother was worse 
and I must come Quickly I made ready and in a few 
hours was at the bedside. Tenderly and lovingly we ~ 
cared for her until she was up again, then I said “Now 
I will go back to work” for expenses were high and 
mother needed nourishing food. But in a few days 
another letter came and as I again hastened home, I 
felt, at last, the parting time had come. Just a few 
days and the dear lips closed, nevermore to give words 
of counsel and cheer—the dear hands were folded 
across her breast and on the casket the words “At 
Rest.”’ Her last messages were for my brothers who 
were unsaved “Oh boys, meet me in Heaven.” As I 
sat by her side, her hand tightly clasped in mine 
until the Angel Band had come and gone, my heart 
was tender and the tears flowing—all through the 
funeral arrangements, at the church service, following 
‘the casket to the cemetery, at the open grave, still 
tender; but as the minister read the burial service and 
said the words, “Earth to Earth,” dropping some dirt 
from his hand, the dull thud of the clods on the coffin 
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seemed to say, “Gone’—“Yes, Everything Gone!” 
“The old home, father, mother, all gone,” and I looked 
up and said, “God, you don’t love me, you have taken 
everything I have on earth and I am left alone,” and 
—(Oh, Bless God, the bitterness of that moment)— 
“T don’t love You” and there I turned my back on God. 
Did you ever go back to the house after leaving some of 
the loved ones out there in the silent city? You know 
of the emptiness, the eye searching, the listening ear, 
feeling that even yet it may be a dream and that you 
will see and hear them. But now it sweeps over you, 
and in your deep woe and loss you pour out your heart 
_to Him who can take the place of loved ones, dry the 
falling tear and open the windows of Heaven enough 
for you to get a vision of the loved ones safe there, and 
in it all you could say, “Bless the Lord.” But for me 
there was no comfort—now, in very truth, all was gone, 
—I had even lost my blessed Christ. I went back to 
my work, the brightness all gone out of my life. I 
forced a smile to my lips and I am sure many of my 
friends who were ready to sympathize with me over 
the loss of my mother, were pained and surprised to 
see me trying to be lightsome. They knew nothing of 
the awfulness, the emptiness of the heart that had 
lost Christ. Not one night of all those dreadful months 
but that I cried myself to sleep, unseen by any save 
His eye who notes the sparrow’s fall. 

In the homes of church members I was urged to 
DANCE—I saw others having a good time so I tried it 
in a parlor dance, and though I did not weigh 100 
pounds, my feet were like lead, and my mother’s face 
was ever before me. I turned away from the dance 
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in disgust—and let me say, how professing Christians 
can enjoy themselves in the DANCE is more than I 
can understand—one who has known Jesus will not be 
satisfied on the devil’s sawdust! The Card Table was 
next brought out and they said, “Learn to play cards, 
this will take up your mind,” and again, as I tried to 
shuffle the cards, my mother’s face was before me. 
The Theatre and other amusements were tried in vain. 
(Mother left us no estate, but Thank God, she left us 
a legacy far ahead of silver or gold, houses or lands—a 
Christian life, whose influence will never fade away). 

At last, my sister in Kansas City sent me a ticket 
to come there. I went, and as soon as I told her of my 
spiritual. condition, she dropped to her knees and 
prayed: “Oh, God, save my little sister and don’t let 
her go to hell.”’ We went to a revival that Dr. Carra- 
dine was holding, in a large auditorium in the heart 
of the city. I thought I had never heard such sermons 





Dear Sister Paul, who gave 25 years in the slums 
of Kansas City réscuing dear girls went to Heaven 
July 20, 1910 
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—and from my seat in the rear of that immense build- 
ing I literally ran to the altar and cried for God to 
have mercy on me. The promise “I will heal your 
back-sliding and love you freely” was made to me and 
I went home light and happy. (All the deep sorrow 


- T ever had came while I was away from God). My 


— 


sister and her husband, Brother and Sister Paul, we all 
called them, were the greatest slum missionaries I 
ever saw. Wholly unselfish, my precious sister poured 
out-her life for the uplifting of fallen humanity. In- 


to the slums, the saloon, the barrel houses, dens of |. 


vice, brothels, high (?) and low classes, gambling 
houses, everywhere, anywhere that they might find 
a precious soul and plant the gospel-seed—into these 
places I went with them, not because I really wanted to, 
but because I had no one to stay with, as their work 
was often until midnight or from midnight until morn- 
ing I could hardly believe that girls would actually sell 
their souls and bodies until I saw it there, and all I 
could do, and I have since learned the best thing to do, 


-was to weep, and I am sure that when that little 


mission band gets to Heaven they will find many there 
who were won by those nights of loving service in 


the Master’s name. 


some time after this, the Lord said to me, ‘Would 
you be willing to go down in the slums and work like 
that amongst those fallen girls?’ and I said, “Lord, 
if you want me to go, you will have to give me more 
love” and I went to the altar for “More Love” and 
found there must be an emptying up before a filling. 
It is wonderful how the Holy Ghost will reveal our 
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inner self when we get in earnest. Three days and 
nights I stayed on my knees, weeping and praying. 
The Lord said, “Are you willing to give up your 
friends?” “Yes, Lord.”—“Your worldly or fashion- 
able dress?” “Yes, Lord.” “‘Are you willing to go with- 
out a HOME all the days of your life?” and then I 
began arguing with the Lord and told Him that every- 
body wanted a home, but, at last “Yes, Lord, have 
your way and will in me,” the Holy Ghost came as 
the Abiding Comforter, and Bless the Lord, He -still 
abides and cleanses and I can say, 


“A tent or a cottage, why should I care, 
They’re building a palace for me over there.” 


‘And everyone that hath forsaken houses, or breth- 
ren, or sisters,‘or father, or mother, or wife, or 
children, or lands, for my name’s sake, shall receive 
an hundredfold, and shall inherit everlasting life.” 
(Matt. 19-29). | 


This is why you have a woman in your pulpit today, 
and now you will understand my message better, and 
- will hear a little of the way the dear Lord has helped 

me in lifting up the fallen and lost etna to the 
Risen Christ. 


That there is such a thing as women and girls liv- 
ing in SIN, distinguished from other sinners by the 
names of ‘Fallen,’ “Outcast,” ‘“Habitutes of the un- 
der-world or Red Light District,” “Unfortunates,” we 
have only to open a newspaper or walk down the 
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streets of the small or large cities and we find it only 
too true. Statistics given by a W. C. T. U. lecturer 
‘tells us there are nearly 700,000 fallen women in this 
country, 60, 000 of whom go to a nameless grave each 
year. With a feeling of horror, or perhaps disgust, 
we say, “Well, what makes them go into such a life?” 
We have been asked this so many times by reporters, 
lawyers, physicians, fathers and mothers, and others, 
who wonder where the attraction is in living in a house 
of shame. We must go back of the scenes if we would 
find the real cause. No doubt the question of economics 
has something to do with it, and social reformers have 
figured down to the very penny how much wages a 
girl should receive to pay board, room and clothes and 
keep pure. I knew one young woman who wished to 
get a better position—she was twenty years of age 
and from a small town in Michigan. She went to one 
of the largest department stores in Chicago, and put 
in her application; the first question asked her was, 
“Have you a gentleman friend who will help take 
care of you and pay your board?” She was a pure 
girl and she indignantly replied, “No, I have not, but | 
I live with my sister.” He laughed at her and said, 
“We do not pay wages enough for you to dress as we 
require, and also pay board and room-rent,” but when 
she told him her sister would help her he considered 
her application. 


‘But to me, the “HOME LIFE” is the greatest 
agency for, or against the future moral life of the 
girls—and boys. 
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HOME! “Be it ever so humble, there’s no place 
like Home.” Here, the husband and father hurries, after 
a day of toil; here, the children flock, when school 
is o'er. ; 


“Home is God’s first and holiest school, provided 
it is Holy.” But let us take a look at the home-life of 
the average girl growing up into womanhood; all of 
her nature and physical being changing and developing, — 
childish innocence giving place to revelations, she, 
herself, is frightened at,—how easy to make the im- 
pressions that are going to make or mar her whole 
life. Happy the girl that at this time has a wise 
Christian mother. In the old-fashioned days the 
father and mother ruled and the children obeyed, but 
now conditions are reversed. The father is out to the 
Lodge, the mother has her clubs, card-parties, pink- 
teas and what not, and the children are left to the 
care of maid or strangers. Perhaps, on Sunday morn- 
ing the family are hurried off to church and the rest 
of the day is given up to pleasure. No family prayers, 
no asking for God’s guidance to help them to teach the 
children—no wonder we see in the advertising col- 
umns such personals as “Please help me find my girl,” 
or that we sing “Where is my wand’ring boy tonight.” 
What we need, all over this country, is CHRISTIAN 
HOMES, and when Christian fathers and mothers 
shall gather their little ones around them and teach 
- them the lessons of Truth and Purity, place pure 
literature in their hands,—then, impure, unchaste affec- 
tions will lose much of their attraction. One judge 
says, “If then, the nation decay, as it MUST if the 
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HOME be under-mined, it is because fathers and 
mothers are false, traitors to childhood’s sacred cause.” 


Dr. J. Wilbur Chapman, in his sermon ‘‘An old-fash- 
ioned Home” says, “If you will ask me the greatest 
need of America today I would say: The greatest need 
of America is “Homes,’—not merely palatial buildings, 
but homes where Christ is honored, where God is loved 
and where the bible is studied. Wherever the homes 
are full of weakness, the government is in great 
danger.” 


ABE CGR ee ys adler uimiean , of the Juvenile Court of Chicago, 
who has personally followed up 25,000 “bad child’ 
cases in his court during the years he has been on the 
bench, attributes the delinquency of children entirely 
to parental neglect ;—not to inefficient schools, not to 
bad government of cities, nor the inequality of laws, 
nor poverty, nor temptations of city life, nor any of 
the other causes commonly harped on by delinquent 
parents, but to home neglect of home duties.” 


One of my greatest objections to the moving picture 
shows is their ridicule of the home life. Scenes are 
shown where the husband kisses the wife good-bye, 
goes to work or to “‘see a man on business.” She 
secretly follows him, finds him making love to a pretty 
girl, hits him over the head with a rolling-pin or 
broom-handle, or flourishes a revolver, and the audience 
roar with laughter. To me, the home and married 
life is a sacred thing, ordained of God, but night after 
night hundreds of boys and girls at the shows see in 
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it nothing but a farce, a something to be made light 
of, and the standard is so lowered that it is not much 
wonder the divorce mills must work over-time to grind 
out the grievances of unhappy men and women who 
have entered the sacred temple of wedlock as if they ~ 
were going for a day’s outing. All the sanctities of 
the home are made the subject of such coarse, common 
jesting, that children grow up to look upon the most 
serious things of life as mere matters of amusements. 
From lecturers down to street loiterers nothing fur- 
nishes so much material for cheap jokes and wittic- 
isms as courtship and marriage. 


“God, give us Homes! 
Homes with the father in priest-like employ; 
Homes that are bright with a far-reaching joy. 
Homes where the Bible is honored and taught, 
Homes with the Spirit of Christ in their thought. 
Homes where the mother is queen-like in love, 
Ruled in the fear of the Savior above; 
Lights in a world that is flooded with night 
Pledge of a morning when wrong turns to right. 
Home, Home, Sweet, sweet home, © 
A likeness to Heaven, God give us such homes!” 


“When my steps are homeward turning, 
And mine eyes with pleasure fill, 

At the thought that soon a loved one I shall see, 
There’s a dear face at the window, 
In the cottage on the hill, 

A dear face that’s always sure to welcome me. 
I can see those cheerful features 
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In my mind, when far away, | 

And whereso’er my wand’ring footsteps roam,. 
Like a sun-beam in the darkness, | 
Comes this thought to me each day, 

That a loving welcome waits for me at Home.” 


My friends, if you have not a family altar, erect 
one tonight. You have room for a card-table, possibly 
you have a dance-room and a wine-room, why not have 
a prayer-room? Don’t let your Home be used for 
so-called Society, and make orphans out of your child- 
ren. 


The following pathetic poem was composed by a 
little girl 10 years old, whose father and mother were 
separated, and bears out my statements. 


A FRIENDLESS CHILD. 


As I am left here all alone, 
I have no friends, or have no Home. 
For all day long I weep and mourn 
As I am doomed to roam alone. 


Once I had friends, but now have none, 
They have all forgotten the little one; 
But if I was with my mother dear, 
I would shed no more the scalding tear. 


My father and mother apart have been 
Five long years, and it seems like ten; 
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But if we were together once more, 
I think we would be happy as we were before. 


I love my parents and friends most dear, 
But they are far away from here; 

I often cry the live-long day 
Thinking of parents so far away. 


I think of my brothers and sisters dear 
A thousand times a day; 

And often shed for them a tear 
When they are far away. 


Oh, Mother dear, pray think of me! 
Your kind and loving child; 

And pray that I may always be, 
Safe from the tempter’s wiles. 


Oh, Father dear, don’t cast me off! 
As I have got no home; 

But if my mother dear were here 
I would have no need to roam. 


As you know, I love you, Father dear, 
As any daughter sure, 

And if you would love me, too, 
I would never leave you more. 


But, Father dear, I will not complain 
As I have a sister, too, 

That is left alone, without a home, 
She oft-times talks of you. | 
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And I have little brothers, too, 
That need their mother’s care 

And often, when away from you 
They send to Heaven a prayer. 


They pray that father and mother may live 
As Christians and beloved, 

And if we never meet on earth, — 
We all may meet above. 


Yes, the great need of this, and all lands, is Christ- 
ian Homes, where fathers and mothers and children 
are bound together by that beautiful tie called ‘‘Love.’’ 
The ideal Home is not made up of furnishings and 
decorations, but the sunshine of affection which will 
fit us for the Home above. 


MODERN DRESS. 


While prescribing the “Ounce of Prevention,” I 
would not feel I had done ALL I could to keep our 
girls pure, if I did not speak out against the sin of 
‘Modern Dress.” 


Quoting. from an article, ‘Even the most unobserv- 
ant cannot join the parade on our main thoroughfares 
without being convinced that the assertion that 
“Manufacturers are much less concerned about what 
women are going to WEAR, than about WHAT THEY 
ARE GOING TO TAKE OFF” has considerable foun- 
dation in fact. Really some of our young pedestrians 
couldn’t take off much more, in the way of attire, 
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without falling into the hands of the police. Girls are 
seen on the streets in clothes, (or the lack of them) 
that their mothers would once have thought immodest 
AT HOME—Low shoes, cob-web hosiery, abbreviated 
and X-ray skirts, short sleeves or no sleeves at all, 
the “‘V”’ at the throat, the tissue paper material, show- 
ing laces and ribbons of under-garments so scanty as 
to reveal the bare flesh, all these are highly improper 
and certainly cannot be expected to create a pure im- 
pression on wearer or those who have to look at them. 


They MAY be modest and pure, BUT THEY CER- 
TAINLY DO NOT LOOK IT. | 


“That women adorn themselves in modest apparel.- 
ist Lim, 2-9. 


CHILD LABOR. 

Another cause of the ranks of immorality being 
daily added to, is the little girls being put to work in 
stores, factories and shops, when really they should be 
under a mother’s care. I went into the great factories | 
and there saw girls in short dresses and braids down 
their back, working side by side with those, whom 
you could see at a glance, were low down in the scale of 
morality. The age limit differs in certain states, but 
I have known children under the age limit to bring 
home the certificates and parents fill them out, thus 
lying and teaching the children to lie. It is not so 
much the greed of the manufacturers, though they 
will hire the children and use untruthful means with 
the inspector, as it is the greed of the parents—in 
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cities, especially, where the expenses are high, if 
Mary or Charlie or Nellie can make $3.00 a week it 
will help out with the payment of the bills and so 
they are pushed out as soon as they can “‘fool” the in- 
spector by giving a false statement of their. age, with 
no thought of the consequence to their moral life; 
but the little girl, just emerging from childhood into 
the wonderful mysteries of womanhood, hears swear- | 
ing on one side, obscene language on the other, day 
aiter day, week after week, until the innocent con- 
science that cried out against these things at first, 
becomes accustomed, then benumbed; the scarlet 
flush that caused a shout of laughter from her work 
associates, is seen no more, and bye and bye, the cheap 
show, the low dance hall claim her, and one more goes 
down into the awful whirl-pool because of avarice. 
“The love of money is the root of all evil.” (Bible). 


THE BALL-ROOM. 


I next charge the DANCE of being one great, awful 
factor in the down-fall of, not only ONE, but thousands 
of precious girls. One writer says 80 per cent of the - 
girls now living in sin came through the ball-roont—an- 
other says 50 per cent. Ex-Professor T. A. Faulkner, 
formerly proprietor of the:Los Angeles Academy and 
Ex-President of the Dancing Master’s Association, who 
has been converted and written the startling book, 
“From the Ball-room to Hell,” talked with two hundred 
girls who are inmates of the brothel and:found that 163 
of the 200 attributed their down-fall to the DANCE; 
and yet, folks will say, “I don’t see any harm in the 
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dance,” and churches .(God help them!) will give “Char- 
ity Balls” and after a night of revelry, and many times, 
of DEBAUCHERY, will turn the proceeds over to be 
used for Charity. The blood of your sisters will cry 
out against you! “Am I my sister’s keeper?” Shall 
I be responsible because some girl is so foolish as to 
listen to the honeyed words ofa villian in the dance 
and perchance lose her virtue and go down in dis- 
grace?” You certainly will be, in so far as your in- 
fluence goes in keeping up an institution that drags 
into the mire of vice the soul of a pure girl. 


The contact of the sexes is what makes the dance 
a source of attraction; girls in school sometimes dance 
together but they tie a handkerchief on one’s arm to 
make-be-lieve she is a man. If you don’t believe 
this , the next time there is a dance put two old bald- 
headed men up to dance together and see how long 
they will fold each other in a tight embrace—the 
_ lights would soon be turned out and everybody go 
home; they ,.want a sweet, young girl to dance with, 
and though, she may scarcely understand what it is 
that causes her pulse to beat so quickly and the whole 
body be full of exhiliration, the YOUNG MAN DOES 
KNOW, her partner understands, AND SHE WILL 
SOME DAY. “But,’ some mother’s say, “I know that 
I can. trust my daughter—” Yes, probably you can, 
my dear lady, but you cannot trust the devil. Your 
daughter may be a pure, high-minded girl, and I am 
glad she is trustworthy, but if you want to keep her 
so, do not risk making her otherwise by placing her 
under the greatest temptation that can possibly come 
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to a girl. There are many fiends hanging around 
the dancing schools and ball-rooms, some of them for 
their own gratification and others for the living there 
is to be made from it; they buy their way into the 
select (?) dancing school by paying an extra fee, 
and know just what snares to lay and what arts to 
practice upon the innocent girls they meet there, and 
after having ruined them they entice them to a brothel 
where they receive a sum of money from the land- 
lady ; the inevitable end follows. Most ball-rooms have 
a wine-room in connection, for many a girl who might 
otherwise escape, is induced to take one glass of wine, 
because the rest do, and as one bar-tender, who has 
since been converted, told a missionary, into this 
wine-cup is dropped a tasteless, colorless drug, after 
a wink and an extra dollar from the girl’s escort, and 
the next morning one more girl awakens, robbed of 
her purity, and nothing open to her but the life of 
the street. No girl who drinks is safe, whether it be - 
in a down-town wine-room or an exclusive social party. 


The positions shown in the pictures advertising the 
latest dances are not fit for anyone to take, unless, it 
‘be husband and wife and would not then be permissible 
in public places. 


In “The Christian and Amusements,’ by W. E. 
Biederwolf, we read “The testimony of the young 
women of the world proves the position we have taken 
and emphatically denies the supposition that there 
is no harm in this indulgence for them. Many a poor 
lost girl has been heard to cry, in bitter anguish 
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“Would to God I had never entered a dancing school.” 
And now, because all these things are true, could 
anyone be astonished if it should be said that this 
form of indulgence is inconsistent with the Christian’s 
vow “Renouncing the World, the Flesh and the Devil, 
I take, God the Father to be my Father, Jesus the 
Christ to be my Savior and the Holy Spirit to be my 
Sanctifier. I take the Word of God to be my rule of 
Faith and Practice and the people of God to be my 
people: and I give myself, soul and body, time and 
talents, powers and possessions to the service of the 
Lord: I do this, intelligently, deliberately, sincerely, © 
freely and forever.’’ Could anything be more solemn? 
Then, A Christian will certainly listen to God’s word, © 
if not to any of the other authorities I have quoted. — 
In 1st Corinthians, 10-31, Paul says “Whether ye eat 
or drink, or whatsoever you do, do all to the Glory of 
God.” Romans 14-23, “Whatsoever is not of faith, is 
Sin.” “Keep thyself pure.” I would not think or do a 
thing of shame because I know it hurts the heart of 
my Father in Heaven who has been so kind and good 
to me.” 


~ “No harm in the Dance?” 
Yet the blame lieth there, 
For heart-broken parents, 
And a daughter’s despair.” 
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THE RED LIGHTS. 
(From Rescue Songs) 


There once lived a pretty young maiden, 
Her choice was the ball-room and wine; 

But alas! from her virtue she’s fallen, 
She’s down where the red-lights shine. 


She once was as pure as the lily, 

Her voice like the sweet bells that chime; 
But alas! she has fallen,—God pity! 

She’s down where the red lights shine. 


In anguish and shame she is sinking, 
So far from the Shepherd Divine; 

And alas! she has gone to strong drinking, 
She’s down where the red lights shine. 


Don’t scoff at the poor fallen creature, 
Don’t cast her aside for her crime, 
For remember, One died who can save her, 
Tho’ down where the red lights shine. 


Go, search for the wandering daughter, 
Go, tell her of Mercy Divine; 

And perhaps she will trust in the Savior. 
Tho’ down where the red lights shine. 


The facts in the case are: “The high-class Dance 
so many talk about, if it were as select and exclusive 
as described, there would not be enough men present 
for partners. The freedom with which men come and 
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go, dancing one night with the painted woman, the 
next with an innocent girl, greatly facilitates the work 
of the White Slave Trade. And now we come to the 
one institution that no one cares to extol when. des- 
cribing the many interesting points of cities, towns, 
state or nation,—the traffic in souls. 


When Charles Crittenton first spoke and published 
his work about this vice organization, and others fol- 
lowed him, people cried “fanatic” or “‘sentimentalist”’ 
but they do not do so now for all reading people know 
the federal government does not pay large sums of 
money and hire men to suppress something that does 
not exist. 








WAVE YOU A GIRL TO SPARE?. 


Sixty Thousand White Slaves die every year. The Vice Reso 
eannot run without this number is replaced annually. Are you willing 
_ to give your daughter to keep up this terrible business? 
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THE WHITE SLAVE TRAFFIC. 


It is an old institution—as old as sin is. One writer 
tells us “In ancient Babylon the dishonoring of girl- 
hood was a part of the temple service and it is so, . 
even to this day, in many temples of India. In the 
temple of Venus 1000 priestesses were required to 
lead a life of religious infamy. At Athens, where the 
Apostle Paul’s heart was stirred within him when he 
saw the city wholly given to idolatry, houses of shame 
were established by statute. In Rome, immoral women 
were enrolled in a public register and this record of 
their life was ever a bar to return to respectability. 
Hundreds of innocent American girls have been led 
away to Mohammedan lands on false promises of 
good positions.. The White Slave traders are Jews, 
French, Greeks, Italians, English, Germans and Amer- 
icans.” | 


It reaches every home in the land. You look at 
your pure girl—Thank God, she is pure— but you do 
not inquire into the moral life of the young man with 
whom she keeps company. The most dreadful scourge 
of physical disease as well as moral degeneracy follow 
an impure life. In our midnight work in the red- 
light district we would meet great crowds of young 
men 18 years old and up, going from one shadow house 
to another— cattle-men and stock-men, business men 
-and traveling men, visit the shadow houses for immoral 
purposes, and this is not only an incentive to the traf- 
fickers to keep these houses well supplied with girls, 
but spreads that nameless, most horrible disease, un- 
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til even the most exclusive circles are contaminated 
and affected by the miasma that is arising from these 
. dismal swamps of despair. When a girl goes wrong 
she causes a young man to go wrong. 700, 000 poor 
creatures in America who merchandise their bodies 
and thrive on the sin of lust! As we have considered 
several conditions that contribute to immorality of 
women, possibly some have thought the statements 
“too plain” or overdrawn, but as we face the facts 
and figures of this awful traffic, we could not, by word 
or pen, tell but very little of the truth as it is, for 
I have witnessed scenes it would be impossible to de- 
scribe, have heard the stories of hundreds of. girls 
who have cried out their heart’s misery that could not 
be repeated. How anyone could have the heart to go 
to the haunts of vice to satisfy a morbid curiosity, 
‘I cannot tell, for it took the Grace of God to help me 
while trying to bear a message of redeeming love to 
those in sin and shame. Oh, Blessed God, the vileness, | 
the mark of dissipation and crime on the faces and 
bruised bodies, the cursing and drinking, the squalor, 
filth and degeneracy of the lower (?) classes. How 
disgusting and revolting to see men and women Sell- 
ing their very souls to the gods of lust and passion! 
One could never go and pray, and work, and plead, and 
weep o’er such as these unless they are endued with 
the Spirit of Him who looked out upon the wicked 
city that had rejected Him and said, ‘Oh, Jerusalem, 
derusalem—how. often would I have gathered thy 
children together— but ye would not or when He 
spoke to the sinful one, “Thy sins are forgiven thee.” 
One must lose sight of all but that a precious soul 
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whom Jesus died to save, is hidden beneath all the 
degredation ,and that some mother’s child, who was 
once a sun-beam in the home, has fallen into the grasp 
of Satan, the arch-fiend and leader of all sorts of sin. 


Let me read a few headlines from the daily papers: 
“How women and girls are caught and sold in the 
U. S.,” “Drug needles used on young girls by White 
Slave men,” ‘‘A White Slaver to serve limit in Federal 
Pen for mistreating 13 year old girl,” “Painter accused 
of enticing 14 year old girl from her home,” “‘Chicago’s 
missing 6000 a year,” “1800 immigrant girls lost sight 
of in last year and a half,” “Chains of resorts, which 
depend upon Chinese, and uncovered by the police, 
reveals links, connecting dives, operated in many cities, 
under agreement of mutual protection,” “‘White Slave 
victim found,” “Every day 20 young girls, from 14 
to 20 years of age, disappear in N. Y. City,” “Dr. 
Betts says, 160 young girls were lost in Kansas City 
in six months,” “A girl of 18 missing,” ‘Charged 
Greek Priest of Winnipeg, Manitoba, lured young girl,” 
“Mormons deny charge of importing women for im- 
moral purposes,” and so I might read on, and these — 
are only a few reminders to show there is such a thing 
as the White Slave Traffic, incredible as it may seem. 
Such happenings are taking place everywhere, every 
day. Lately, our country has been awakened to the 
fact that for years, right in our midst, organized bands — : 
of human hyenas have been trapping and selling 
young girls into lives of shame. Wretched and debased — 
women lend their aid to the same awful end. Young — | 
girls, scarcely out of childhood, are lured, coaxed by 
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panderers, in the guise of lovers, employed agents, bo- 
gus marriages, drugged wine or any scheme they can 
successfully operate, into the toils of these degenerates, 
who make a living by selling virtue to the highest 
bidder. The prettier the girl, the higher the price. 
“One dealer told the agents that, although two years 
ago he could have sold them all the girls they wanted 
at $5 and $10 apiece, he would not risk selling one 
now for $1000, An inspector says, ‘‘Women are sold 
from $15 to $500. Today, no one questions the fact 
that girls are bought and sold like so many cattle, sheep 
and hogs are sold; that men and women (who have 
fallen. far below. the level of womanhood, so debased 
are they) go in and out the great stores, shops, fac- 
tories and laundries, looking the girls over and decid- 
ing which ones they want, just as a keen eyed stock 
buyer goes through a herd of cattle. “Was there ever 
anything so horrible, so appaling, as the stories told by 
that “White Slave King” as he is styled by his asso- 
ciates in vice, who is now under indictment and giv- 
ing much information to the District Attorney. The 
dark days of slavery in the South cannot compare with 
this, that is robbing the homes of our nation, and 
wrecking both soul and body of our pure girls. The 
daily papers give us some idea of this man’s doings, “It 
was a.common practice to weigh girls and sell them at 
$1 per pound—the standard was set when two keepers 
of disreputable houses argued over the price, one day,” 
“We have also found the “auction block;”’ there was 
one house where the girls were placed for sale and 
went to the highest bidder. In many instances pretty 
16 year old girls have been sold for as high as $500. 
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But girls who bring the highest prices are generally 
those whom some rogue has become tired of. Perhaps 
he finds another girl whose charms are fresh and he 
casts off the first girl at a profit—he sells her for a 
fancy price to a disorderly resort keeper. It has been 
estimated that there are 500 “cadets,” or agents of 
the vice trust, working for new victims in New York 
the year round. The girls are usually “spotted” by 
women agents who watch the schools; they find a 
girl between 14 and 16 years of age; the woman 
studies the home-life of the girl and turns her over 
to the ‘‘cadet” who will be a handsome young man, 
well-dressed and supplied with plenty of money; the 
vice ring operated several motion picture theatres 
where young girls are lured into the first steps of 
their downfall. A dance, gay times, automobile rides 
follow, and then he ruins her and takes her from her 
home forever. And in the last ten years, he says, 
3000 young school girls have been lured from home 
and into this life of shame. They were sent to Phil- 
adelphia, Chicago, Newark, or some other large town; 
then the girls began earning money for their masters,” 
he explained, and he is but ONE, and is not the lead- 
ing figure in the business. How much is your girl 
worth, Father—Mother? God help you to protect 
her! We have been so accustomed to hear of the 
“Wicked City,” country folks have gone on serenly, 
feeling sorry for the city with its evils and vice. Is 
it not time they awakened and threw off their cloak 
of self-satisfaction? It is from the small towns and 
country places the maternity homes receive the 
greatest number of girls, who by this means, hope 
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to keep their disgrace a secret, and the folks at home 
are told she is visiting a friend. 7 


Long Joy-rides at late hours, with no protection 
whatever, gathering at the little railroad station “to 
see the train come in,” and many little details such as 
these place the country girl at the mercy of the fiends 
who haunt every nook and corner where they may 
lure a girl into their net. In the city, the girl soon 
learns which streets are considered “BAD” and avoids 
them, but the country girl, though innocent, is also 
woefully ignorant. 


Mothers should have their daughter’s confidence 
and should thoroughly instruct them on all the ways 
of life and warn them of the dangers which beset the 
pathway of girlhood and young womanhood. 


Did not our hearts burn within us as we read the 
story of that mother who traveled 15,000 miles and 
spent over $5000 to find her little 15 year old daughter, 
Dottie, who went to a dentist to have a tooth drawn, 
was drugged and kidnapped, and finally found in 
Indiana where she had been deserted? Or that of 
16-year-old Bertha J........ ? a well-known “cadet” 
made the acquaintance of the little girl in her home 
town; innocent of the ways of men, she became his 
prey. How were her innocent notions of virtue to 
withstand the assault of the wiles which have lured 
so many other girls to ruin? He appeared to her hand- 
some and attractive, with that knowledge that ever 
attracts the young. Burning with the shame of her 
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mistake, she fled from home with him, thinking the 
man who had accomplished her ruin would provide 
for her; she soon found what she was expected to do, 
as she was shipped from city to city—she was forced 
to become a prostitute, and the fiend, of course, took 
the profit from her tender, young body. Like a 
plucked blossom dropped in the mire, she has been 
trampled upon and sunk lower and lower into it, un- 
til rescued by the Federal authorities. Or still an- 
other, of Lena, a little southern girl born of wealthy 
and influential parents, the idol of their home and 
hearts, the center of an admiring host of friends, 
introduced to a young man, a stranger in the city, but 
associating with the young men of her acquaintance, 
through whom he secured the introduction to Lena, 
beautiful in form and feature—of how he wooed and 
won the confidence of the girl and her parents, fin- 
ally persuading her to elope with him, she demanding 
that a marriage license and a minister be procured 
that she might know her lover’s proposals were hon- 
orable; of how he took her to his ‘‘Mother’s” home, 
beautifully furnished, and left her while he should 
go after her suit case, the mother, in the meantime 
excusing herself to look after the dinner; how that 
at the end of two hours, she called for the mother 
telling of her fears that her husband had met with 
an accident as he had not returned. The Madame 
(for such she was) said, with cold sarcasm, “Your 
HUSBAND, why you have no husband.” “Oh, yes, 
we were married only a few hours ago,” cried Lena, 
“We had a marriage license and were married by a 
minister. “Oh, the license and the minister were 
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bogus and I have just paid your supposed husband 
$25 for you and the cooler you take it the better it 
will be for you.” With cries of anguish the poor girl 
ran to the door, but found it securely bolted, then 
threw herself at the madame’s feet imploring her to 
let her go to her home and loving parents, but she 
was locked in a room, there to meet her fate as so 
many have—a few short years of a life worse, oh, a 
thousand times worse than Death, then, as the deadly, 
loathsome disease which follows and makes a victim 
of such poor souls ,comes, she will be taken to the 
isolated ward in the charity hospital, then the morgue, 
the cheap coffin, the nameless grave, the potter’s field. 


Oh, let your heart and sympathy and money go 
out to help in the battle against this Vice Monster, 
and as we look at our dear girls who have so far es- 
caped the horrible clutches of the flend, in the guise 
of an Angel of Light, drop a tear and breathe a prayer 
for the unfortunates. ! 


“At home or away, in the alley or street, 
Wherever I chance, in this wide world, to meet, 
A girl that is thoughtless, a girl that is wild, 
My heart echoes softly “She is some Mother’s child.” 


No matter how deep she is sunken in sin, 
No matter how much she is shunned by her kin, 


No matter how long she by sin is beguiled, 
Tho’ guilty and loathsome, “She is some Mother’s 
child.” 
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That head hath been pillowed on tenderest breast, 

That form hath been wept o’er, those lips have been 
pressed, 

That soul hath been prayed for, in tones sweet and 

mailed 

For HER sake, deal gently with some Mother’s child.” 


WHAT KEEPS THEM THERE? 


We have looked into some of the things that cause 
a girl to go into sin, “but,” you say “I wouldn’t stay 
there,I would find some way to get out.” But when 
you consider that they are as securely a prisoner as 
if in a prison cell and that they may scream and cry; 
there are rows and rows of houses, all the same kind, 
and if their cries are heard, it is only by those who 
are engaged in the traffic of souls and is unheeded. 
After girls are caught in the net and drawn into vile 
resorts, various plans are made to hold them in ab- 
solute bondage. One keeper was asked, ‘“‘Weren’t you 
afraid of the results of getting girls out of towns? 
Might they not communicate with their people?” ‘No, 
we figure on human nature for that. Young girls 
are too ashamed to write home and too afraid after 
they have been away awhile; some times. she is 
coaxed or forced into writing a letter to her parents 
telling them she has eloped and is happy and after 
that she prefers to drop out of sight.” 


From the lips of many girls who have lived in 
open houses of sin, I have heard the story over and 
over, that if a girl shows any signs of remorse or 
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Three little missionaries who did faithful work in Hope Cottage 


“Will the Circle be Unbroken”’ 





A missionary pleading the case of 
one who has gone astray - 
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conviction, the ‘“Madame” at once “‘dopes” her with 
drugs and liquor until all remorse is crushed; to crush 
all hope or thought of ever again being able to go 
into respectable circles is the one aim, and the poor 
girl soon becomes a drug fiend, sinks into despair, 
becomes bold, reckless, feeling that no one cares for 
her, so why should she care? Clothing, suitable to 
her life of shame is provided her, for which such an 
exorbitant price is charged she can never get out 
of debt. 


One young woman we knew and learned to love so 
well, heard the missionaries out in the street, singing 
and praying and she looked out from the casement 
windows of the shadow house the Madame came 
quickly and sent her to her room but all night she 
walked the floor and wept and tore her hair in her 
anguish of soul, and thought “Oh, if I could only get 
out of here,” and the next morning, getting permission 
to go on an errand she ran to the Refuge Home, and 
I have gone with her, many times, as she sang and 
testified of the wonderful love of Jesus and His power 
to save, right in front of the very den from which 
she had been rescued. Oh, how she loved, Brother 
and Sister Paul, myself and the rest of the. band as 
she said it was their work in the slums that had 
brought salvation and freedom to her. 


“Out in the darkness, shadowed by sin, 
Souls are in bondage, souls we should win, 

How can we win them? How show the way? 
Love never faileth, Love is the way. 
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See, they are waiting, looking at you, 

_ Furtively watching all that. you do, 
Seeming so careless, hardened and lost, 
Love never faileth, count not the cost. 


Love never faileth, Love is pure gold, 
Love is what Jesus came to unfold. 
Make us more loving, Master, we pray, 

Help us remember, Love is Thy way.” 


From Mrs. Whittemore’s “Pink Rose Service” of 
the life story of Delia, the outcast, who was won for 
the kingdom of Christ through the gift of a lovely 
pink rose, given with a prayer, by Mrs. Whittemore, 
down in Mulberry St., New York City, while on a 
missionary trip one night through the slums. 


PITY THE FALLEN. 


“Pity the Fallen! Low in their sin, 

Jesus hath whispered “Gather them in,” 

Out in the high-ways seek them in love, 
Tell them of Jesus, point them above. 


Pray for the fallen! pray as you go, 
Think of their darkness, pity their woe, 

Do as the Master wants you to do, 

Think how the Father pitieth you. 


Work for the fallen! help them to stand, 

Lift when they stumble, give them your hand, 
Soon they will listen; help them to go 

Quickly to Jesus, loving them so. 
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Pity the fallen! pitying love, 
Brought our Redeemer, down from above; 
Watch them most gently, teach them to rise, 
Fixing their thoughts on Christ in the skies.” 


It has been hard, indeed, for the public to realize 
the actual slavery of these girls. Besides the locks 
and bars which are used, if necessary, before the 
eyes of these girls is held the fact that society has 
no place for them, no one will ever believe in them. 
One girl, when questioned, said “My parents in the 
country think I have a good position, and I’ve sent 
them a little money from time to time. I don’t care 
what happens, so long as they don’t know the truth 
about me.” Another, only a child of 14, was entrap- 
ped and sold into this hideous life and the facts given 
of her daily routine justifies the word ‘‘slavery.” 
After she had furnished a night of servitude to the 
brutal passions of the frequenters of the resort, she 
was compelled to scrub the house from top to bottom. 
After the cleaning was done she was locked in a room 
to prevent her possible escape, and allowed to sleep 
until night. In 2 1-2 years she was not given one. 
dollar to spend, and earned for her owners not less 
than $8000.” 


THE DOUBLE STANDARD. 


All students of social questions agree now, that a 
chief cause of the fearful vice conditions now pre- 
valent, is the double standard of moral for the sexes. 
All decent citizens are convinced at last of the ex- 
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istence of the white slave trade and are anxious that 
it shall be suppressed, but so long as we hold a double 
standard of morals we shall have commercialized vice, 
and this keeps many a girl in a life of shame who 
would otherwise try to rise and lead a good life, even 
though she had made a mistake or had her loving 
confidence betrayed. We condone the offense of man, 
and say of young men, “Oh, they are only sowing 
their wild oats.” This attitude has caused men to 
sin, knowing their sin would be excused, and has 
hurled multitudes of girl-children to destruction for 
taking their first step into a sin they did not under- 
stand. There is no Double Standard with God, but 
one has been set up, by which the man, no matter 
how many pure lives have been wrecked by his de- 
ceit, is invited into the best society and made a pet. 
of by many, while the girl who lost by his wiles, be- 
trayed, then deserted, is ostracized, scorned, repu- 
diated, cast out—Outcast! How many tongues are 
ready to shred that fallen character till naught but 
the skeleton of a life, with all its hopes, is left bleach- 
ing by the wayside? Once in old Jerusalem, nearly . 
2000 years ago a mob surrounded a woman and 
brought her to the Master, saying “Moses commanded 
that such an one as this woman of sin should be 
stoned, what sayest thou?’ He stooped and wrote 
in the sand, then lifting himself, he said, “He that 
is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone 
at her.”’ Convicted by their own conscience they went 
away, one by one, until none but Jesus and the sin- 
ful woman remained, and then did he turn upon her 
with scathing denunciation of her’ transgression? 
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Not at all; instead, He again stooped humbly and 
wrote His judgment in the sand, and then, turning 
to her said, “Go, and sin no more. (St. John 8-11). 


God requires a pure life of man as he does of wo- 
man; and the too common idea that Prostitution is 
a necessary evil, protecting wives and daughters, is 
a false teaching. Men of loose morals have gotten 
the idea that licentiousness is manly and sometimes 
necessary, and that it is “NATURE.” Yes, a depraved 
nature! But Evil never has, nor will, protect Virtue. 
SIN always drags down and ruins. It is CHRISTIAN- 
ITY that Protects, and the man who visits houses of 
prostitution for immoral purposes, or causes a young 
girl to go wrong, is as guilty as the vilest woman 
and both are fearfully condemned in the Word of God. 
I have before me a clipping which reads “She believes 
in Affinities.” The woman who would make such a 
statement is not worthy the name Woman. 


We draw our skirts aside from the poor, debased, 
fallen sister of sin, after she has sunken to the depths, 
and do not feel that she is one with whom our hus- 
bands or friends should associate, her very presence 
would contaminate, but under the cloak of “Platonic 
Affection” or “Affinities” or “Soul-Mate,” vice is tol- 
erated and called “SOCIETY.” | 


I wish here to give an illustration that shows up 
the Double Standard in its true light. ‘Down the 
streets of a city rolled a car stopping before a gilded 
palace of sin. A man stepped out, and up the steps, 
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giving the door-bell an imperious ring; the door was 
opened by a negro in livery and the man ushered in. 
He said to the Madame “Have you any new girls?” | 
“No, but my girls are all such lovely girls.” “Well, 
I am tired of the old girls, and unless you have a 
new girl by tomorrow night, you will lose my pat- 
ronage.” As soon as he was gone, she called up her 
agent and gave him instructions. The next morning 
a beautiful girl of 16 could have been seen on her 
way to school, swinging her books on a strap; as she 
tripped along, her eyes, blue as the summer sky, her 
hair hanging in long curls around her shoulders, her 
lips parted, singing snatches of song, she was a picture 
of sweet, pure, girlish innocence, fair to behold. A 
cab drew up to the curbing; a young man, dressed 
in the latest style, sprang out, and began looking for 
a number on the houses. “Pardon me,” he said, as 
the girl was passing, “But could you tell me where 
number 144 is?” “Oh, yes, it is right down there” re- 
plied the girl, as she turned to point out the very house | 
he had asked for. In an instant a black cap had been 
drawn over her head and she was lifted into the cab, 
where she sank back, unconscious, from the effects of 
a powerful drug; she was hurriedly taken to the gilded 
palace. Night falls again; and again the door-bell an- 
nounces a visitor, the door is opened, the caller asking 
the question of the night before. “Oh, to be sure, I 
have you a new girl tonight, and I know you will say 
she is one of the lovliest creatures you have ever 
seen.” Giving the porter his coat and hat, the 
madame handed him a key and said, “Go right up 
to Room 14, unlock the door and you will find the 
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girl there.’”’ He stepped quickly up the carpeted stairs, 
down the hall-way, fitted the key into the lock, swung 
open the door, and stood, face to face.—WITH HIS 
OWN DAUGHTER. (Many sobbing aloud in the 
audience.) 


THE OUTCAST’S DEFENSE 


I am a wreck on the surging billows, 
Oh, God! I am but an outcast! 

Not because today I am sinning 
But because I did once in the past. 


I have repented in sackcloth and ashes, 
My tears have fallen like rain; 

I have plead on my knees for forgiveness, 
Not once, but again and again.. 


I have thought of the sin I committed, 
I have thought of the time I did yield 
To the passionate entreaty of the tempter, 
And the subtle, dread power he did wield. 


You spurn me because I was human, 

Do you think perhaps you are Divine? 
Else why cover up your own errors 

By scornfully looking at mine? 


Do you think you are so sinless 
As to be worthy to cast the first stone? 
Or do you think your sins are the only 
That the loving Christ died to atone? 
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Do you know as you draw back your garments © 
In fear lest they chance to touch mine, 
That the scorned and the scorner, when 
forgiven, 
Must alike kneel at the same shrine? 


Do you think, as we bow in contrition, 
And plead with our Father Divine, 

He will answer, with love your petition, 
But frown, with disdain, upon mine? 


When you look at the sin I’ve committed, 
And forgive him who led me astray, 

You spurn me because I am a woman, 
And excuse him who lured me away. 


Do you fancy in yonder bright Heaven, 
’"Midst jewels both brilliant and rare, 

He will be welcomed, excused and forgiven, 
And I turned away in despair? 


Nay, there is pardon for Sin and the Sinner, 
There is mercy for the Penitent true; 

There’s pardon for ALL who CONFESSETH, 
But none for the self-righteous few. é 


(Composed and presented by Bro. Mosher, North- 
ville, Michigan.) | 
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DOES IT PAY TO HELP THEM? 


The U. 8. pays men to prosecute White Slavers, 
so it pays. Looking from a natural stand-point we 
might join with those who say, “There is no hope for 
them.” Skeptics tell us it is impossible to reform them. 
Physicians point to the effects of the terrible, loath- | 
‘some disease that contaminates and wrecks soul and 
body, dragging them to the very bottomless pit, their 
poor wasted bodies to the isolated ward (oh, how many 
I have prayed with in this ward) in the hospital, then 
to the county farm,—the black wagon—the nameless 
grave—Hternity—, and tell us it is unsafe to try to 
help them. Well, there is only ONE way to help them 
and that is through the Blood of Jesus!’ His Blood 
can make the foulest clean.” There are not many 
doors open to them but one door is, and Jesus said 
“TI am the Door.’ But wait a moment! Under the 
blessing of God, I have carried the Gospel message into 
the saloons, the barrel-houses, the gambling halls, the 
dance-halls, the brothels and dens of vice; at mid- 
night have gone into dark alleys and by-ways, climbed | 
rickety stairs, gone into dark cellars, have faced 
“Madames” in their brilliantly lighted, soul-destroying 
parlors; have put my arms around many a dear 
mother’s girl there and wept and plead and prayed 
until she was given to me. I have carried this mes- 
sage into mission-halls; into school-houses on the 
high steeples, velvet-carpeted aisles, stained glass win- 
dows and pipe organs; have told of Jesus and His 
power to save, on the streets surrounded by thugs, 
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bums, drunkards and the off-scouring of the earth; 
into jails, workhouses and police courts; and there 
is ONLY ONE remedy for Sin or Sinner, and that 
is—Jesus! There are thousands of fallen girls who 
are bound to go to Hell and there are also thousands 
of drunkards, and right in the same Death-march are 
infidels moralists, hypocrits, cold church-members 
and SOME PREACHERS. We are after the ones 
who want to be saved and if it were YOUR girl, 
woulden’t you be glad if some little missionary would 
brave the danger of the slums and go after her? 
Yes, we think it pays. We have caught the vision 
of Him who said, “Thy sins, which are many, are 
forgiven thee,’ and one soul is precious in His sight. 
I never expect to have a big funeral, with black- frin- 
ged horses and wagon-loads of flowers, with a brass 
band, but I do pray that a Band of Bright Angels will 
come to carry me Home; and when I am lying in my 
casket, some dear girl will drop a tear on my face and 
say, “She led me to Jesus” and that I shall hear HIM 
say “Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of the least—ye 
have done it unto Me.” We have thought it paid so 
well and brought such great interest, we invested our 
finance, time love tears and prayers in it, and if you 
have not the TIME to give, you can give of the rest, 
and when you get to Heaven and a precious girl comes 
to you and says, “You helped me to get to Heaven,” 
it will make you glad throughout eternity. For many 
years we sent offerings and donations to rescue homes 
and missionaries, and then God laid it on our hearts, 
and friends urged us, to start a Home ourselves, which 
we did, and, feeling there was Hope for all, we called 
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it “Hope Cottage,” and we can put on record, to the 
Glory of God, that it has paid. The place was not 
very attractive looking when we moved in, but Mr. 
Durham was soon busy with hammer and nails, paint 
and paper, until we had a most lovely home, with 
the walls hung with many beautiful scripture mottoes, 
that every caller, saint or sinner, could not help but 
see, and we trust the Gospel seed sown in this manner 
may spring up and bear fruit unto Life Eternal. When 
we were getting the rugs, the missionary, Laura, and 
friends who had come in, were choosing, and each one 
saying which rug was the nicest, I said, “Well, girls, 
_ what will make them look nice to me, is, if someone 
will find Jesus, on every flower, in every corner of 
each rug’—and, Thank God, it came true—there was 
not one room or corner of the whole place but that 
some girl knelt there and asked forgiveness; as the 
object of the Home was not simply that of Reformation 
or of just providing something to eat and a place to 
sleep, though all this was included, with no CHARGES 
whatever, but those coming were received as a sacred 
trust, to be brought as speedily as possible to an ac- 
ceptance of salvation through Faith in Christ. I am 
sure it will rejoice your hearts to know of the lives of 
some who have been helped, not only in our work in 
Hope Cottage, but in Kansas City, Chicago and many 
other places where God has helped us to reach many 
a dear girl. We give the stories as we know them 
and leave the rest with God. 

The very day Hope Cottage opened, we were very 
busy, aS we were expecting many callers that day. 
The missionary came down dressed for the street, and 
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I said, “Oh, I thought you were going to stay in today.” 
She replied, “I had expected to, but the Lord tells me 
to go down to a restaurant on S......street.” ““‘Well, when 
God calls you, always go,’ I said. In about an hour. I 
looked out of the window and with the tears running 
down my face, I called Mr. Durham to come, and there 
we saw our dear little missionary, a sweet pure girl 
who had given up her position in the store to come 
and work in the rescue home and help to lift up the 
fallen, there she came, with a girl by her side, and 
she carrying the baby, a little child of shame, on her 
arm, and in her hand, a Bible; the girl had just come 
in on the train, with her three weeks’ old baby, trying 
to find a place to give it away—we prayed with her 
and she made up her mind to keep little Charles. Her 
mother wrote her, came to see her, but told her she 
could not come home with the baby; as soon as she was 
strong enough to work, we got her a place, bought 
her uniforms and aprons and she paid a woman to take 
care of little Charles, until, finally, a message came, 
“Come home and bring the baby with you.” And so 
was the Home started, with the blessings of God upon 
it from the first day—and all that was done was given 
to HIM and for HIM and HE will take care of HIS own. 


Who can picture the despair of betrayed love? The 
awful, inevitable exposure—the sure maturing of one’s 
mistake. How a woman longs for some other refuge 
than the grave, so near to which she is destined to go. 
How the heart cries out for love to SU SSUInas) the betrayed 
and innocent one. 
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THE STORY OF AN INDIAN GIRL. 


One Sunday evening, a light snow was falling and 
we were just having a lunch before going to church, 
when the door-bell rang, and going to the door we found 
an officer standing there and by his side what seemed 
to be a little, old woman; she had a black rag tied over 
her head and her clothing was filthy and ragged—we 
took her inside, and on taking off the rags we found 
she was not an old woman, but a young Indian girl 
only 16 years of age. A. young man from our own 
town had gone down to the Indian Territory and be- 
coming acquainted with the girl, made love to her 
and finally married her, telling her parents he had 
wealthy parents and a fine home to bring her to—so 
she said good-bye to the land of her fore-fathers, where 
she knew every turn, every valley, hill and brook and 
trusted all to her ideal man. However they were not 
five hours on the road until he told her he had no 
more money and then the true character of the young 
man was disclosed. It was too late to turn back, she 
thought; her parents would never forgive the disgrace 
she had brought upon them, so she determined to go 
on and find what the future held in store for her. The 
man instructed her in the art of STEALING in stores, 
while he talked to the proprietor and in this way the 
means were provided which got them to Leavenworth. 
He brought her to his home and she found she was in 
a gang of thieves and cut-throats—she was told she 
must help make a living by leading an immoral life; 
when she rebelled, her husband cut off her long, black 
hair, sold her clothing and dressed her in men’s clothes 
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took her down to a wretched little houseboat on the 
river, where the officers found her and brought her to 
Hope Cottage; as I fixed her bed she stood, stoically, 
watching me. I put on clean, white sheets, a pillow slip 
with lace edges and then laid out a white night-dress. 
“Those are not for MH,are they,” she said, “Oh any 
place will do fo me, if you could see the place I slept 
last night, on a pile of rags on the mud-floor.” But 
Archie,” I said, “that was the devil’s house, and to- 
night you are in God’s house,” and she began weeping 
and said, “I sure never will forget this,” then knelt 
by a chair and asked forgiveness for her sins and 
arose with a shining face. The Chief of Police fur- 
nished transportation after we had clothed her in clean, 
good garments from head to toe, and we sent her back | 
to the little village she knew so well, back to the 
mother, breathing a prayer that God would protect and 
keep her, and may her life-story be a warning to some 
other girl not to trust strangers. 


SEQUEL TO AN UNUSUAL DRAMA. 
( By Leavenworth Post) 


One of the happiest couples in the world today was 
Clyde Poulson and his wife, Nellie, who had been re- 
united, after several months separation, through the 
efforts of Evangelists M. F. and M. A. Durham of Hope 
Cottage. 


It was at Third and Delaware streets where they 
met, Poulson coming from the United States military 
prison where his sentence was commuted through the 
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efforts of the evangelists; his wife from a local hospital 
where she had recovered from a nervous breakdown 
which for a time had threatened her life. The scene 
when the two embraced was affecting, and there were 
tears in the eyes of many onlookers as well as those 
‘of the principals of the drama. But the tears were 
only momentary. They soon gave way to smiles of 
happiness, for this couple had been separated against 
their will, and the joy which accompanied their reunion 
knew no bounds. 


Late this afternoon it was the intention of Mr. and 


Mrs. Poulson to return to their home in Oklahoma. — 


Poulson had been furnished with transportation by the 
government, while that of Mrs. Poulson had been forth- 
coming from those who cared for her when she was in 
need and gave her a home which is maintained parti- 
cularly for just such cases. Someday, maybe, Mrs. 
Poulson will forget many lines of this very unhappy 
chapter of her comparatively brief life, but, there is 
no probability of her forgetting Hope Cottage nor its 
founders. . 


It wasn’t so very long ago that Clyde Poulson, a sol- 
dier, met and married a comely little woman in the 
south part of Oklahoma. Not many months afterwards, 
however, he was sent to Fort Leavenworth, and cir- 
cumstances made it necessary that he leave his wife 
with relatives. 


Letters were frequent, and finally came one from 
Mrs. Poulson which announced the birth of their baby, 
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and the husband straightway determined that he 
should see the little one. He left the post without 
permission from his superiors, and, as he was away 
longer than the allotted time, finally was dropped as a 
deserter. Eventually he was apprehended, brought 
back to Fort Leavenworth, tried by court martial and 
sentenced to one year in the military prison. 

In the meantime the wife and babe were alone. That 
is, they were without their husband and father whom 
they wanted very badly. Mrs. Poulson made inquiries 
and was assured that all that was necessary was for 
her to go to Fort Leavenworth, where the military au- 
thorities were bound to provide for her during the 
interval her husband was behind the bars. This she 
believed, and some time later she arrived in Leaven- 
worth, only to discover that conditions had been mis- 
represented. 

Without money or friends, and unable to secure em- 
ployment, Mrs. Poulson finally applied to Attorney 
Benjamin F. Endres for aid. He sent her to Hope 
Cottage, where she was welcomed. It soon became 
apparent that Mrs. Poulson was suffering from the 
effects of strain and disappointment, and she was sent 
to a hospital by the evangelist for treatment, and re- 
covered. 

In the meantime the evangelist were making efforts’ 
to secure Poulson’s release. They learned of the mil- 
itary prison authorities that the prisoner had an ex- 
cellent record, whereupon M. F. Durham communicated 
with the secretary of war, to whom he related every- 
thing pertaining to the case. Yesterday Mr. Durham — 
received word from the office of the secretary of war 
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that Poulson’s sentence had been commuted, and that 
he would be liberated as soon as the necessary papers 
reached the prison. 

That was this morning, and the reunion of this 
unfortunate couple, and their baby,. of course, was 
the result. 


BESSIE AND HER BABY 

One night, after eleven o’clock, the door bell rang 
I threw on my dressing gown and went downstairs 
and found two girls at the door, one of them having 
a little one, 15 months old, and the other expecting 
to become a mother soon. They asked me if I would 
take them in at so late an hour, and when I told them 
I would, they seemed so surprised. Well, Thank God, 
we had no rules of probation or credentials, but any- 
one who was in distress or need, no matter when or 
where, we were glad to help them. I fixed them a bed 
in our upstairs room for the night, and the next morn- 
ing the rest of the family were made acquainted with 
our new girls, and from the very first we all fell 
in love with Bessie’s baby. Such a dear, sweet lit- 
tle girl she was, and when the lawn was watered she 
would toddle out, in her little white dress, and get 
under the hose, where the water would fall on her 
head, and clap her hands and laugh. 

One evening Bessie asked permission to go for 
her trunk key which had been left in a room, and 
though the girls, as a rule, were not allowed to go 
out alone, we trusted Bessie, for she was one of the 
dearest girls, so refined and well educated; she had 
been a school teacher and was deceived, betrayed and 
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deserted by one whom she _ had_ trusted i Oe 
wisely, but too.well.”” While she was gone the baby’s 
bed-time came, and she fretted, for her mother—one 
after the other of the girls tried to comfort her, but 
she drew away from them all—finally she toddled 
across the grass, over to where Mr. Durham was sit- 
ting reading, and stood looking up at him. I called 
his attention and he threw down the paper, reached 
his arms out for the baby and with a glad little cry 
she cuddled in his arms with her head pillowed on his 
shoulder as he walked back and forth. Dear little 
child of shame, that little baby heart hungered for a 
father’s love and care. Oh, may the loving Savior 
put His strong arms around every betrayed, broken- 
hearted, discouraged, despairing child of shame and 
lift them from the depths, to heights of perfect love 
and peace and purity! 

MAGGIE M.—and LITTLE PAUL: Taken from the. 
Helping Hand to the Home. She was a country girl 
unfortunately putting her confidence in one who be- 
trayed her, then left to face disgrace alone. She fled 
to the city, then the City Hospital, until her babe was 
born. Little Paul was adopted by a grand Christian 
man and wife who have dedicated him to the Lord. 

SARAH—with girl baby three: weeks old;— For- 
given by father and mother in Missouri, and went 
home with the baby. 

MARY B. a very proud girl who did not like 
to confess wrong-doing, saying her husband had de- 
serted her when her baby was born, but later, when 
the Holy Spirit showed her her sin, she confessed all. 

LITTLE EVA—One night in Kansas City, I had 
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my sister and her husband to go with me to a little 
mission on Fifth street, where I had been asked to 
speak. When we got to the place we did not find a 
brilliantly-lighted, inviting place, but a little store- 
room dimly lighted with smoky kerosene lights, and 
boards laid on cracker boxes for seats. A number 
came in to the service, among them a young. girl 
scarcely 15 years old, who leaned forward, eagerly 
drinking in every word I said, as I read from Isaiah 
35, and told them the Lord could make their lives to 
blossom as the rose. I spoke 15 minutes and then I 
said, “Is there anyone here who would like to be ~ 
saved?” Instantly the hand of that young girl was 
up and eagerly she said, “I do,’ and as we knelt, she 
prayed earnestly and arose with her face shining and 
clapping her hands for joy. I asked her name and 
then I said “Eva,” would you like to go home with 
me?” “Oh, yes, but I will have to ask the woman I 
_ stay with.” So we all went to get permission—we had 
had many such an experience so expected some oppo- 
sition. She led us up the street, then turned into a 
dark gang-way, so very dark I could not see Eva in 
front of me and as there was only room for single 
file, I would have to put out my hands on each side, 
where I found stone walls, and then in front to catch 
. Eva’s dress to make sure she was there—after what 
seemed a long time we suddenly turned to our left and 
up an old rickety steps, and as Eva opened the door, 
into a filthy room, reeking with smoke and_ liquor 
fumes, where sat a crowd of men and women, drink- ° 
ing and playing cards—they looked up in astonish- 
ment at our appearance, and hastily covered up the 
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ecards and beer mugs, not seeming to realize that God 
could see them all the time. When I stated our errand 
and that I wanted Eva, the woman who was keeping 
her, and selling her soul and body, was so frightened 
she said she could go, and I hurried Eva to pick up 
a few things, before she would change her mind. One 
of the men suddenly spoke up and said it did not look 
well for a young girl to go out in the night like that, 
with strangers. I looked around the room as much 
as to say, if it were any worse than that, and Brother 
Paul asked him if he had any personal interest in 
the case—he subsided, sinking deep into his chair, 
muttering revenge, and I got hold of Eva and we all 
left and got to the car as soon as possible; when we 
arrived at the Home, I bathed Eva and put her to 
bed, in white night dress, and between clean white 
sheets, then stooped and kissed her good-night. With 
a cry that would melt your heart she said, “Oh, no 
one has put me to bed or kissed me good-night since 
my mother died.’”’ The mother had died when Eva was 
only 2 years old, the father soon married again and 
little Eva was sent from place to place amongst her 
relatives, until at last she drifted into Kansas City, 
where a vulture in human form, got her into her 
keeping and was reaping the gains. To God be the 
glory for ever putting it into my heart to go to the 
little mission that night and thus rescue one precious 
girl. 3 
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ONE CASE WHERE IT PAID! 


One day last winter a mother came to the house. 
I was busy packing our trunks to go to California, 
but she was wringing her hands and weeping so bit- 
terly, I felt I must listen to her so I sat down and she 
said, “Oh, Sister Durham, my heart is breaking—my 
16-year-old girl is going wrong—she often stays out 
all night (Joyrides, dances and other revelries) and 
many times comes home under the influence of liquor 
and when I remonstrate with her, she swears at me. 
Oh, what shall I do? Won’t you try and see her. If 
anyone on earth can do anything for her, you can.” 
I comforted the mother as best I could by praying 
with her and telling her I would do all I could. One 
morning the Lord laid it on my heart to go to their 
home. I went and found B— had just come in— 
her mother told her I wanted to see her—she came 
in and I talked—she was a little defiant at first but 
soon broke down and wept, then promised me she 
would be a good girl and stay at home—several months 
passed and the mother met me, clasped me with both 
hands and said, “How can I ever thank you enough, 
B has been working ever since she gave you 
the promise and has been at home every night.” 

Well, Bless the Lord, it Pays! 








Out where the wild winds are sweeping 
Astray in the night and cold; 

Far from a lone mother’s weeping, 
One wandered off from the fold. 
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Loving the heart, longing, breaking 
In weary yet patient pain; 

Pleading the dear soul’s awakening, 
“O, bring back my girl again.” 


“Save her, dear Lord,” she is praying, 
“This girl of a thousand prayers ;” 
Long, sadly lone, the delaying, 
Yet never her heart despairs. 


Seek out the lost, Christian sister, 
The wanderers out in the cold; 
- Many tonight a dear mother 
Weeps, one astray from the fold. 


FANNIE — When Brother Rees started the 
‘Rest Cottage’ in Kansas City, he came to my sister’s 
and asked me to go as Missionary, and I said if God 
could use me there, I was willing to go. He held a 
meeting and the people pledged to furnish the Home, 
so I went out each day to keep the house open for the 
furniture as it came. But it was cold weather, the 
furnace was out of repair and the only fire was in 
a grate fire-place; nothing had been sent but a rug 
and one rocker, but God was not going to let the work 
drag, and Brother Paul came, bringing a girl who said 
she wanted to be a good girl. Oh, shall I ever forget 
the sight she presented? A great, big, awkward, 
homely girl with the bridge of her nose broken, an 
old fascinator on her head, a thin Mother Hubbard 
dress, what there was of shoes and stockings frozen 
to her feet. A hurry-up call was sent out for bedding 
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and some one to come and stay with the girl and I. 
The Superintendent brought two cots, comforts and 
pillows, but all who were asked to come had an ex- 
cuse—like those in Luke 14. “They all with one con- 
sent began to make excuse” after singing, ‘‘Where He 
leads me I will follow.”’ When night came I heaped on 
the coal as it must furnish both heat and light,—a 
basket of clothing had been sent and Fannie must 
have a bath (the first in many days, no doubt). I 
found a washtub the man left who had been cleaning 
the floors, some laundry soap, pearline and scrubbing 
brush. Her old clothing was rolled into a bundle and 
burned—her hair which had once been Red was black 
with dirt,— she never said a word until I got through 
with washing powder, soap and brush, had put nice, 
clean undergarments and a white night-dress on her, 
then she threw her great strong arms around me and 
cried. Then I said, “Well, Fannie, now we must kneel 
and ask God to watch over and take care of us through 
the night ;—after prayer, I put her in her cot, right by 
mine, and then I lay down too. I did not know then, 
and you can hardly imagine it, what it meant for me, 
a slight girl to lie beside such a character. I after- 
ward found she was a cocaine fiend, a cigarette fiend, 
a whisky fiend and almost everything else that was 
bad. Many times during the night, screams from Fan- 
nie would ring out through that big, empty house, 
echoing and re-echoing, until it seemed the demons 
of hell were turned loose, and she would be standing 
over me with uplifted hand as if to strike me—I would 
_ get up, put her to bed, and tell God I was there for 
His glory and He would have to take care of me. All 
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through that long, dark night I lay, praying yet prais- 
ing God that He was giving me a share of some of the 
work there was to do. We had our breakfast, (such 
as it was) using for a table the tub turned upside 
down and we sitting on the floor. 

(In passing let me just drop a word about rescue 
work and workers—all are not rescue workers that 
say they are. As one minister wrote us, ‘‘they are 
BORN, not made,’—we found, by bitter experience 
that such was true; one woman wrote us from Chica- 
go that she would like to come as a worker in Hope 
Cottage, but the next letter said she had no money for 
her car-fare, so we telegraphed the ticket, feeling we 
were going to have a chosen vessel of the Lord to 
help us “lift up the fallen and rescue the perishing.” 
To our unbounded amazement, after a few hours in 
the Home she told me she did not want to sleep in the - 
same room or eat at the same table with fallen girls. 
We knew then, as anyone knows who has ever been 
in rescue and mission work, that she was insincere © 
looking. for a POSITION more than to lift up a poor 
girl—for there are no POSITIONS of HONOR in the 
work, save that of honoring the KING, and HE ate . 
with publicans and sinners. When I told the sister 
this, she became indignant and went around, wherever 
she could find an unsanctified ear to listen, trying to 
slander us and our work—and she hasn’t stopped yet, 
James tells us about a little member, called the tongue 
that sometimes gets set on fire, but not of the Holy 
Ghost. But Isaiah tells us also, ‘‘No weapon that is 
formed against thee shall prosper and every tongue 
that shall rise against thee in judgment thou shalt 
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condemn,” so we have kept busy winning precious souls 
and the lady in question is still seeking a position.) 
Well, the news soon spread that girls were coming 
to the rescue home, and the furniture began to come 
in. It was ten days before the matron got there from 
Chicago, but in those ten days, Fannie, the rough, 
ugly filthy outcast, had become as gentle as a child 
and would pour out her heart to God, in prayer. I 
went to the captain of the Police and told him about. 
her being at the Home, and he said, “What! that girl 
out there! She will kill you all! If you can do any- 
thing with her it is more than the whole police force 
of Kansas City can do, for we have locked her up in 
solitary confinement, had her in the straight jacket 
time after time, and she comes out worse each time 
—she just cuts her way through when she gets into 
a fight,” (and then I understood why she had stood 
over my bed with uplifted hand.) Well, Bless the Lord, 
‘it was not I, but CHRIST; the same Christ who walked 
the shores of Galilee—the lowly Nazarene, HE did 
the work and did it GOOD. Strange as it may seem, 
Fannie did well, married a hard working man and 
they adopted a little baby, and the last I knew of 
her she was traveling toward the “City which hath 
foundations whose builder and maker is God.” 


“There’s not a friend like the lowly Jesus, 
No not one, no not one; 
None else could heal all our soul’s diseases, 
No not one, no not one. ~ 
(oh, the 


Little Nellie —whose mother was 
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pity of it)—a sinner, living in shame; so the child 
had no one to help her, being forced into the streets 
at the age of six years to sell paper flowers or beg 
money. The wicked woman who was selling the child’s 
soul and body, when I went to get Nellie, said she owed 
her, and if I did not pay, she would keep her clothes. 
I said, ‘““Let me see them,” and when I saw the flimsy 
silk and lace dresses I was glad for her to keep them, 
as I knew when Nellie became a Christian she would 
never wear them again. (Would you?) She was the 
sunshine of the Home, but it was always to me she 
clung. Oh, Mothers, she was a baby—such tiny feet 
and hands and baby face with great, blue eyes and 
golden hair. I was called away by the very serious ill- 
ness of some of my folks and little Nellie was so home- 
sick and lonesome she ran away and took carbolic acid 
and fell to the street—dead. Even to this day the tears 


flood my. cheeks for the poor, little, forsaken, child of 
shame. . 


“Oh many a soul has perished, 
As the life-tides ebb and flow; 
For many a bark is shattered 
On the reefs of sin and woe.” 


MAY—JUST A “DRIFTER.” 

One day, going to Kansas City to visit Sister Paul, 
just a little while before she moved to Heaven, an old 
woman sat down beside me on the street car; she 
asked me a question and I saw she was under the in- 
fluence of drugs, so I talked with her and found she 
was a “drifter,” going from place to place, buying 
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cocaine or morphine with the money she obtained by 
living in sin. I telephoned home that I was bringing 
a girl with me and Mr. Durham and the missionary 
met us at the car and the look on their faces was 
comical, to say the least, for my “girl” was about 60 
years old, with a tiny knot of grey hair on the top 
of her head, to which she vainly tried to pin an im- 
mense ‘Merry Widow” hat, with a great wealth of 
flowers around it; the result was, that her hat was 
on one side, down over her ear, (she would be right 
in style now as I notice the girls pull their hats over 
one ear)—we started to Hope Cottage, the missionary, 
with her arm in May’s walking in front, Mr. Durham 
and I following. All went well for two blocks, then 
May grew tired of such monotony as walking THAT 
FAR and no excitement, so she sat down on a door- 
step and said she was going no farther—we coaxed 
until we got her started again, but every few doors the 
performance was repeated and once she began taking 
off her shoes and said she wanted some coffee; we 
finally got home, where the girls were waiting to wel- 
come the new girl, which they always do by kissing 
them and letting them know they are glad one more 
has been rescued from a life of sin. But, I declare 
to you, NOT ONE GIRL .came to the gate—they all 
saw uS aS we stepped inside, and sweet Christians, 
though they were, the sight and actions of May were 
too much for them and they scattered in all directions 
to hide their laughter. I let them have a good laugh, 
then I called them together and said, ‘Yes, girls, I 
know you just had to laugh, but now let’s look at 
the other side; she is somebody’s loved one, and may- 
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be she is somebody’s mother.” They all grew sober at 
once and could not do enough for her. I took her 
to my room to clean up for supper and chapel service, 
and while having her change her clothing I found she 
had on about five suits; waist on top of waist, skirt 
on skirt, and I said, “Why, May, do you wear so many 
clothes this hot weather?” “Oh, they are so much 
handier to carry this way,’ she said. I combed her 
hair, put a white collar with a little Christian pin 
at her neck, and WHAT A CHANGE! One could see 
the looks of refinement and culture, hidden by long 
years of sin and dissipation. Who can tell the stories 
hidden away in a life? The next morning we had - 
oat-meal for breakfast; she picked at her’s with her 
fork, then pushed it back and said, “I don’t eat such 
stuff as that.” Inez, who was sitting next to her said, 
‘Well, May, if it had not been for Brother and Sister 
Durham, we would not have ANYTHING to eat and 
-no place to lay our heads—we ought to thank God.” 
“Yes, that’s so,” said May, and drew her dish back 
and never again did I hear her complain. One of the 
girls came through the dining-room with a pan of wa- 
ter and May said, “Look here, my young lady, if I 
was boss around here, you wouldn’t do that.” She 
washed and ironed her clothes beautifully, and one 
day I looked up, and May was standing before me, 
‘Sister Durham, I have been watching you and Brother 
Durham and I see how worn and tired you are and I 
know you have a time to feed us all here, (20 in the 
family). ‘I am well and strong, and feel good now 
that my old habits are gone and I have Peace, so I am 
going to work—it’s not right for you folks to do so 
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much.” “Oh, May,” I said quickly, “you know you 
are welcome, don’t you, and we love to do this, if we 
can just help somebody and bring them to Jesus.” ‘‘Oh, 
we all see that every day, and I sure thank you for 
getting me saved.’ No persuasion could change her, 
so we packed her clothing in a suit-box put her up 
a nice lunch and a lovely boquet of roses, prayed with 
her, all the girls at the gate now, then the missionary 
took her to the car and bought her a ticket to the 
city where she said she had friends and a place to 
work; only a day or two after that, we read of a wo- 
man being run over and dying before they got her 
to the hospital, and from the description we felt sure 
it was May; and if so, we were thankful to our Heav- 
enly Father that He let us put a little brightness into 
her last days, and best of all, that she made ready to 
meet HIM. “Be ye therefore ready, for in such an 
hour as ye think not the Son of Man cometh.” 


“The bread that giveth strength I want to give, 
The water pure that bids the thirsty live; 
I want to help the fainting, day by day, 
I’m sure I shall not pass again this way. 


“I want to give the Oil of Joy for tears, 
- The Faith to conquer cruel doubts and fears;. 
Beauty for ashes may I give alway, 

I’m sure’! shall not pass again this way.” 
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A MOTHER’S PRAYER 

“Go with me to yonder home, just outside the city; 
a grand old home, with all that goes to make home 
beautiful—we look in upon the little family—Father, 
Mother and Madge, their only child. Like a ray of 
sunshine, she is the brightness of their lives—upon 
her is bestowed their heart’s affections and everything 
that wealth can provide to make her happy is given 
her; she is just now sixteen and as she leaves for school 
each morning with the warm kiss of that dear moth- 
er upon her lips and the “God bless my child and 
keep her this day.” ringing in her ears from the daily 
morning prayer, no cloud casts its shadow over the 
future brightness of mother or daughter; other girls 
look with envy upon her as she passes, but their en- 
vy is soon turned to love, for Madge is not proud 
and haughty, ruling with power. of wealth, but is ever 
ready to share the good things that are given her with 
all who are less fortunate. No beggar however filthy, is 
passed by; no widow or orphan’s cry but what finds 
a sympathy and response from this tender young 
heart; no fledgling thrown from its nest, no tramp 
dog or cat, no dumb animal, but what her loving na- 
ture would seek to help and care for. ) 

No wonder, then, that to the fond parents she is 
the “apple of their eye,” or that she is the center of 
a host of friends both old and young, rich and poor, 
high and low, all alike claim her as THEIR friend. 
One evening she hurries home from school and with 
flushed cheeks and a new light shining in her eyes, 
she buries her head on her mother’s shoulder; as the 
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mother anxiously inquires into this new phase of her 
child’s disposition she draws out the story in broken 
‘sentences. “Oh, mother, I have a lover and he has 
asked me to marry him.” With a great pain at her 
heart and a silent prayer to God for wisdom and 
strength the mother counsels this child of a thousand 
prayers. “Madge, where have you met this young 
man and who is he? Why, child you are only a baby 
—Father and I would never consent to you marrying 
any one while you are so young and then we must 
know who your lover is and something of his charac- 
ter. Promise me, Madge, that you will meet him no 
more, but explain to him that if he really loves you, 
he must wait one year, at least, and then must come, 
in an honorable way, to your home, and if we see that 
this young man is upright and you still feel you love 
him we will make you happy by allowing him your com- 
pany.” The promise was given, and the next day she 
was to tell Jack all that her mother had said. He 
was waiting for her and as she told him she was to 
meet him no more, he threw himself at her feet, de- 
claring his love for her and pleading with her to go 
away with him. ‘Oh, I could never do that, it would 
displease and grieve my parents and I have never 
disobeyed them—no, I cannot go.” “Oh, your father 
and mother would forgive us—we would slip away 
to the city, be married, then write them and tell them 
all, and they would not, could not, refuse us their love 
and we would all be happy together.” With many oth- 
er words of intreaty and the influence of the infat- 
uation already thrown around the girl, she at last 
promised to meet him that night. 
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It is midnight and all is still in the old home. Be- 
fore retiring, mother has gone into where her darling 
lies, sleeping, as she believes, the sleep of innocence, 
and as she lightly presses her lips to the fore-head 
and then the cheek, she prays, “Oh, God bless and 
protect my child.” Now, a shadowy form is seen to slip 
out from the porch, suit case in hand, and as Madge 
_ gets to the gate, she pauses, throws back a kiss, and 
says softly, “Good-bye, old home, father—mother— 
but it will only be a little while and I will be back 
again, your loving Madge, and we will all be so happy 
together.’ She steals out to the lane where her lover 
is waiting, they drive to the little station and soon 
the limited is bearing them on swift wings to the 
city. A veil of blackness falls. Madge awakens from 
her dreams and visions of love, to find herself de-. 
-serted, penniless, friendless, homeless— RUINED, 
deceived, betrayed. A life of shame is opened to her 
—she enters and goes down into the awful whirlpool. 

The years have rolled around—a storm is brewing, 
even now the snow is drifting in little heaps around 
the corners. Pedestrians hurry along, drawing their 
warm wraps a little closer, not stopping or thinking 
of anything but their destination. A large church 
stands on the corner, and as the door opens to let 
in some late comers, the light streams out, and the 
music from the great organ, mingled with the voices 
of the singers, reaches a woman who is dragging her 
weary form along through the storm—the boys throw 
stones at her and call her “Old Mag.” To escape them 
and the storm, she stealthily approaches the open door, 
slips in, and into the corner unnoticed. As she sinks 


OTE 3 Nk 


SAVE THE GIRLS © 


back into the seat, the minister is just reading his 
text, “He was wounded for our transgressions, He 
was bruised for our iniquities.”’ Like an alarm bell 
the verse sings its way into her dazed brain— she ~ 
half lifts herself, looks at the crowd of well-dressed — 
people and says, ‘‘Yes, it means THEM, but it is not 
for me, I am only an outcast.” The service over, the 
audience fill the long aisles until the great church is 
empty save the janitor turning out the lights, and the 
woman in the corner; slowly she makes her way out | 
into the storm not knowing or caring where she is go- 
ing—she wanders on and again the text rings out, 
“He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities.” With hand uplifted in a 
gesture of despair, she cries out, “Oh, but it don’t 
mean ME, I’m only Old Mag, an outcast.’ On and on, 
in the night and storm, her clothing bedraggled, her 
hair falling around her shoulders, her eyes wild and 
haggard; now falling, then rising to pursue the jour- 
ney to she knows not where. Suddenly, as the text 
arouses her once more, she comes to herself and, 
stops to look around to see if she can find one familiar 
spot that she may find a place to lay her wearied 
' body—as she looks, in the darkness, tall spires seem to 
be on either side, towering towards Heaven, but as 
her brain clears a little, with an exclamation of 
fright, mingled with grief, remorse, bitterness, she 
recognizes the hedge that borders the lane where she, 
as a happy schoolgirl, went back and forth; now, the 
flood of tears come to ease her broken heart and she 
determines to see the old home once more and see if 
she can just catch one glimpse of Mother, before all 


Cts A ea 


SAVE THE GIRLS 


is over, for she knows the end cannot be far distant. 
With a strength born of hope, she presses her way on; 
—now she is at the gate, has she the courage to go 
farther? “Oh, if I could only see mother’s face once 
more,” the gate swings open, and now on, up the 
graveled walk to where a light is burning; as she 
reaches the window, she looks in, and there, on her 
knees, is that mother praying, “Oh, God, bring back 
our darling Madge.’ Not waiting, the outcast hurries 
to the door and falls unconscious on the step—the 
mother has been waiting for that sound and as she 
goes to the door and the light falls on the huddled up 
form there, she cries cut with joy—she does not see 
the filthy, bedraggled garments of sin, she does not 
see an outcast—she sees only the child of her prayers, 
and with superhuman strength she lifts that form, 
_ carries it to the couch, goes to the stairs and calls, 
“Father, come quickly, Madge has come home.” As 
the mother smothes back the tangled hair, bathes 
the bruised cheeks, kisses the fevered lips, the woman’s. 
eyes open and she whispers, ““He was wounded for our 
transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities, but,- 
Mother, it doesn’t mean ME, I am only an outcast.” 
“Oh, yes, Madge, it does mean you, do you not remem- 
ber how He said, “Thy sins which are many, are all 
forgiven thee,” but unconsciousness has come again. 
Together they kneel, father and mother, one on each 
side, praying, until the morning sun, breaking its way 
through the clouds and the storm, sends a warm ray 
through the window and across the couch where the 
lonely wanderer lies. A look of unearthly glory lights 
up her face and again, as her eyes unclose she whispers, 
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“He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities,” and, Mother, it DOES mean 
me and I am his child.” 


The Angel Band stooped low and bore the spirit of 
Old Mag the outcast, NOW Madge to the loving parents 
and redeemed by the precious blood, away to be with 
Jesus, whose “Blood can make the foulest clean.” 

“Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 
white as snow.” (Isa. 1-18) 


MAGDALEN’S RETURN 


Babylon is beautiful and Baby iat is fair, | 

And I have drunk the poison of the red wine flowing 
there; 

I wear the scarlet garments and I wear the scarlet sin 

Will mother see the scarlet of my bleeding heart within ? 

Oh, if I knock tomorrow, or if I knock ‘today, | 

What will the echoes answer me who come the weary . 
way? 


Babylon was marvelous—but how'l flee its gate, 

In all the golden glory of a wayward girlhood dream; 

The wine was like the morning and the ee streets 

were fine, | 

- And many praised my nonchalance, and many poured 
the wine— | 

But I have worn the Pane te of the glitter all in vain; . 

It’s oh, the little home again, the little home again! 


Babylon was magical for tempting of the feet, 
BERANE yp Py yielesk 


SAVE THE GIRLS 


When I who as the roses went, so simple and so sweet! 

Babylon is burning and my soul is in the flame— 

Oh, give me back, ye cities, all ye stole of my good name 

And give me back the roses of the childhood that is dead 

For these, the tinsel roses, that have pricked me till 
lV bledi | 


Bablyon was marvelous—but how I flee its gate, 

With all the wailing way a wind of echo calling hate! 

And I am at the little door and I am fain to knock, 

And I am fain to be her child who reared me with her 
flock! 

Oh, mother mother, hear me cry! I’m fearful to come in 

For scarlet of the cloak I wear and scarlet of my sin! 


‘Babylon has ruined her—’twas not her fault, I know,” 

A mother by the humble hearth made moan in accents 
low; 

“The wine upon her lips was false, the tempters bore. 
her on . 

To taste the gilded ecstacy, to drink the devil’s dawn. 

Oh, I have waited long for her, and I shall let her in 

With all her. scarlet garments and all her scarlet sin!’” 


O Babylon, dead Babylon, the wanderer at the door . 

Grew in that moment beautiful as she had been before! 

The sin has fallen from her like a shadow in the light, 

A hand of love is round her and her scarlet robe is 
white— 

For she has knocked and entered, and a little child at 
rest | 

Is dreaming back her childhood on a sweet old mother-. 

- breast! 
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A BLIGHTED LIFE—A LOST SOUL 


In Kansas City, one evening, near dusk, a woman 
past middle age rang the bell at the Home. The Ma- 
tron came to me and said there was no room for the 
woman, every bed and room being full then. I thought 
of the poor thing being turned away, going out into 
the night, friendless, homeless, penniless, and I said, 
‘Oh, let her stay, I will sleep on the floor and she can 
have my bed.” The Matron knew I was tired, for all 
. day long I had walked seeking the lost; but she fin- 
ally decided and the woman became one of our big 
family; she was in terrible distress and would ask us 
to pray and we would be up at all hours of the night 
and day, but she would only wring her hands and cry, 
“Oh, this awful sin.’”” We would plead with her to 
confess and get rid of it. She took to walking the 
floor and would choke herself until her throat was 
black, tear her hair and bite her fingers until she had 


them raw and bleeding—we had two of the girls hold | | 


her hands and walk with her until she got so weak 
she had to lie on a cot that we put in our room that we 
might look after her, and here I sat every night hold- 
ing her hands. One night I was so worn out, I fell 
asleep and in an instant her hands were tearing her 
hair and she sprang out of bed and into the hall— 
as I tried to get her back, she tried to throw me down 
the stairs but God surely helped me, for I picked her 
up and carried her back, and then I said, “Now Mrs. 
Richards, I am going to tie your hands,” and I got a 
large handkerchief, crossed her wrists and tied them 
—she then held them up to me and said, “Sister Alice, 
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if that were your mother, would you do that?” and 
I fell on my knees and kissed that poor, old, sinful 
woman, and quickly I untied her hands and tenderly 
I did all I could for her until the Sunday when I had 
to go to the meetings. I met the band at the jail at 
9 and stayed until 12, then to the Mission for S. 8. 
at 2 P. M., Praise Meeting at 3, workhouse at 4, street 
meeting at 6 and Mission again at 7: 30, so I had busy 
Sundays. This Sunday when I was through with the 
jail meetings and went to the mission I told my sis- 
ter I would lie down a moment, before we ate lunch, 
and when I went to rise, I could not move. I had to 
lie there one whole week from sheer exhaustion, and 
I wondered who would care for Mrs. R as they 
had so much to do; when they found I was not able 
to come, they had to let her go to the City Hospital. 
The nurses told me afterward, that the second day 
she was there, they saw she was sinking fast, and 
she would moan and cry, “Oh, this awful sin.” As 
night came on her cries grew louder until it became 
unbearable—they drew the screen around her bed 
and the nurse would go and look at her—opiates had 
no effect—she said to the nurse, “‘Oh, please send for 
Sister Fisher and Sister Alice,” but the nurse did not 
know where she came from, or who she meant. At 
midnight, with shrieks of agony, she said, “I am dy- 
ing and no one to pray with me—Oh, this awful sin. 
I am LOST, Lost, Lost!” and fell back on her pillow 
—dead, with her sins unconfessed. May God help all 
who hear or read this story, to get your sins under 
the Blood; the only way of covering sin so it will never 
meet you again. . 
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“How sad it would be, 
If when thou didst call, 
All hopeless, and unforgiven, 
The Angel that stands 
At the Beautiful gate, 
Should answer, “‘No room in Heaven.” 
‘“You may live in sin below, 
Heaven’s grace refuse to know, 
But you cannot enter there, 
It will stop you at the door, 
Bar you out forevermore, 
Sin can never enter there. 


If you cling to Sin till Death, 
When you draw your latest breath, 
You will sink in dark despair, 
To the regions of the Lost, 
Thus to prove at awful cost, 
Sin can never enter there. 


DELLA—THE SADDEST CASE I EVER KNEW . — 

In my missionary work I made many calls at the 
City Hospital—the maternity ward was quite a field 
to work in.. Here girls from the towns and 
country places of many states, girls from 14 years 
old and up, hiding their shame and _ disgrace behind 
these friendly walls, their parents and friends, as a 
rule, thinking they had positions in the city. I car- 
ried books, papers, tracts, and, whenever I could, fruit 
and flowers, to these dear, homesick girls, and Oh, 
the sorrowful stories told me were enough to keep my 
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heart melted and tender. One day I saw a new girl, 
sewing at one of the machines making aprons or 
sheets ‘for the hospital—as I came to her, she bent 
her head low, so I knew she was not ready to talk. 
I laid some tracts on her machine; each time I did the 
same, until one day, she lifted her head, and turning 
her lovely, sad eyes to mine, said, “Will you talk to 
me awhile?” As I drew the screen around us and 
sat down, she burst into tears. I held her close in 
my arms until she grew calm again, then she told me 
her story, giving me a package of letters to destroy, 
I carried them home, as she asked me to read them, 
and there were letters from her physician, her S. S. 
Superintendent, her Pastor and her Mother. The 
mother knew nothing of Della’s trouble, only think- 
ing she was at the hospital for a serious operation. 

This is Della’s story: She was a good girl, know- 
ing nothing of the ways of the world, living in a little 
town in Iowa. Teaching in the Sunday school, going 
to prayer meeting, she was a blessing to all and es- 
pecially to her mother, who was 70 years old. A 
stranger came to their town and attended the church 
that Della attended; they became acquainted, then 
began keeping company, and one night he declared his 
love for her. ‘Oh,’ she said to me, “How did it ever 
happen?” “It all seems like a horrible nightmare, 
but—Oh, God, how can I tell you, I FELL. In an 
evil moment I lost that which is dearer than life— 
VIRTUE; then I found that my name and that of 
my dear old mother was going to be dishonored and 
I began trying to find some way or some place where | 
I might hide my shame and not let mother know, for 
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she is old and it would kill her. My pastor and phy- 
sician sent me here and I am waiting, waiting.” 
“Della, you are sorry for your sin, let us ask forgive- 
ness.” “Oh, God will never forgive me.” Tenderly 
I dealt with that dear child, firmly I led her on to 
the promises of God until she knelt with me there, 
got the assurance that she was forgiven, her peace 
made with God. I talked with the physicians and 
nurses at the hospital about her case, but they shook 
their heads gravely and feared for her, she was so 
slight and. her great grief over her sin seemed to 
have crushed HOPE. I went to her again, told her 
she might never leave the hospital, wouldn’t she just 
let her mother come and see her? She laid her head 
on my shoulder and as the great sobs shook her tender 
body she said, “Oh, I am so homesick, if I could only 
see mother once more, but she must never know, it 
would surely kill her and she is looking for me home, 
says I must come home soon now,” and so I left her. 
Shortly afterward, the doctor came, had a long talk 
with her, explained that she had been there too long 
now, and that in order to save her life it would be 
necessary to take her to the operating room. When 
there, he asked her if she wanted to give them any 
message, and she asked that the girls from her ward 
might come in, and as they came, she plead with them 
to go out from the hospital to lead good lives and keep 
away from sin—then she talked to the nurses and 
doctors until they said she was getting too nervous, 
the cap was placed, the anesthetic given. Four hours 
later, the old mother received a message that Della 
would be home—eagerly she watched and waited for 
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the train, and when it came, it brought Della, in a 
pine box—dead—and on her arm in the casket, the 
story of her shame, a little infant! 





“Oh, there is One who is purer than snow 

Standing tonight by the lost and the low; 

Knowing their anguish, the heart’s deepest woe, 

Seeing their foot-falls wherever they go. 
_ Lovingly, patiently, calling “Come home,” 

List to His pleadings and nevermore roam.. 
“Come,” there’s forgiveness, there’s mercy for thee, 
“Come,” there is healing, salvation so free. 

-Come.to the Saviour, His Graciousness know, 

His blood can redeem and make whiter than snow. 
“He was not willing that any should perish, 

Am I his follower, and can I live 

Longer at ease with a soul going downward, 

Lost, for the lack of help I might give? 

Perishing, perishing, Thou wast not willing, 

Master, forgive and inspire us anew; 

Banish our worldliness, help us to ever, 


1»? 


Live with eternity’s values in view! 


I have not the space to tell of only a few cases, but 
we have PERSONALLY dealt with many, many more; 
and I would like to tell you of: 
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INEZ, a high school graduate whom the officer 
picked up from sleeping under a lunch wagon and 
brought t o us. 

HELEN, a most beautiful, 15-year-old girl, who 
followed a street carnival to our town, thinking one 
‘of the men was going to marry her. 

LITTLE SARAH, only 9 years old, who today is 
a lovely young woman, being educated at a school 
we sent her to, after shielding her and loving her for 
many weeks in Hope Cottage. Or of Vivian, Dora, 
Ida, Lizzie, Marie, Maggie, Agnes, May, Edna, Jane 
Ann, Ruth, Edna, Nellie, Daisy, Stella, Ethel, Anna, 
but it would take a long time and much space, so I 
only give a few of the stories complete, that you may 
realize that there is sin and sorrow, sadness and de- 
spair, on every hand. If you wish a living picture, 
go to the city hospitals and let the nurse take you 
to the Maternity Ward, and see if your heart will not 
be softened. 


“Cast thy bread upon the waters, 
Waft it on with praying breath, 
In some distant, doubtful moment, 
It may save a soul from death. 
You may think it lost forever, 
But as sure is God is true, 
In this life, or in the other, 
It will yet return to you. 
When you sleep in solemn silence, 
’Neath the morn and evening dew, 
Some dear girl that you have rescued, 
May strew lilies over you. 
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Cast thy bread upon the waters, 
Far and wide your treasures strew; 
Scatter it with willing fingers, 
Shout for joy to see it go! 
For if you do closely keep it, 
It will only drag you down, 
If you love it more than Jesus, 
It will keep you from your crown.” 


“Cast thy bread upon the waters; for thou shalt 
find it after many days.”—Eccl. 11: 1. 


A GIFT OF LOVE 


The first time I gave the address in Berlin, Canada 
(now Kitchener), the Lord blessed the work in mar- | 
velous ways. Many dear girls were helped to a SURE 
foundation, aS we were conducting revival meetings 
at the time. 

One night while I was talking earnestly with a 
party about their spiritual condition, at the close of 
the service, a young woman came up and timidly 
handed me a little white roll of tissue paper tied 
with a ribbon. I was used to folks giving me pres- 
ents of handkerchiefs or collars and this looked to be 
such, and I just dropped it into my little grip, with- 
out stopping the conversation, just nodding a thanks 
to the girl. as she hurried away in the crowd. When 
we got to our room and were taking off our wraps, 
I said to husband, ‘‘Well, I got some little presents 
tonight,’ and he said, “What are they?” ‘Oh, I will 
look and see,’ and-I untied the ribbon around the 
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little roll of tissue paper and what do you suppose 
was there? You would never guess, so I will tell you. 
FIFTEEN TEN-DOLLAR BILLS! I gave a cry of 
surprise that brought Mr. Durham to my side to see - 
what was the matter. “Oh,” I said, “Look here, that 
poor girl has made a mistake; I suppose she had this 
ready to put in the bank and gave me the wrong pack- 
age.” J tied it up carefully again, and watched for 
the girl the next night. I hardly knew her, but as 
soon as the service closed I hurried down the aisle 
and she seemed to be trying to avoid me. At last 
I got her alone, and then I said, ‘Aren’t you the girl 
that gave me a little package, tied with a ribbon, last 
night?” and she said, “Yes.” ‘Well,’ I said, “I think 
you made a mistake; do you know what was in it?” 
and she said, ‘‘Yes, I do, Mrs. Durham, there was $150 
in that package and I gave it to you.” “But, I said, 
looking at her plain clothing, “You are a working 
err) i Yes Limvorky avin’ aut acer. then you > 
must take this money back,” I said, as I tried to press — 
the little package into her hands. Oh, I shall never 

forget the gesture of that dear Christian girl as she 
threw both her hands up and then against my breast, 
bursting into a flood of tears as she said, “Please 
don’t try to get me to take it back, it is God’s money, ~ 
and He told me to give it to you. I was a fallen girl 
myself and I want you to take that and help some — 
other poor girl.’’ Well, thank God, we have been able 
to help many, and if this dear girl is living and reads 
this, (she has since married and I have not her ad- 
dress), I trust it will be a great blessing to her to 
know how much good it has done, but she will never 
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know ALL, until the pearly gates unfold and she re- 
’ ceives her reward, and may God grant that she may 
have an abundant entrance in; and that was how 
Hope Cottage started. The end is not yet. We had 
-many touching incidents in the Home, sometimes 
when we were using our last dime to get milk for 
the babies, God would open up somebody’s heart and 
our needs would be supplied, while our Faith would 
increase at the remembrance of His great love to us. 
_We cannot give the names of all who have so helped 
and encouraged us, but we do bring them all to the ~ 
' Throne of Grace many times. We wish now to thank 
every one who has helped in this great work and are 
interested. Many of the churches in different places, 
the M. E., Baptist, Mennonite, Presbyterian, Amish, 
Lutheran, Free Methodist, Christian, Evangelical, 
r River Brethren and United Brethren, have sent bar- 
-rels of fruit, bedding and clothing, one minister’s 
_ wife sending a box of baby clothes and what a bless- 
ing they all were. Cash offerings from 1 cent to $150 
were given, but in many cases the name was not 
given, so we take this plan and opportunity to say, 
'“To God be all the glory for all that has been given 
and for what it has accomplished.” 
One business man of Leavenworth antad to sell 
“us a miscellaneous stock of dry goods that we might 
use and dispose of for the benefit of the Home, but 
_we told him we had no money, not even 25 cents to 
pay for them, and he Said, “Well, take them and we 
_ will wait for the money.” We had paid down all we 
had on the buildings and did not have the money to 
_ pay the expressman to bring down the goods we had 
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just purchased, but he brought them; while he was 
backing up to the gate, Laura came for five cents 
to buy milk and that left us just seven cents, and 
15 girls and babies to be fed. We had written to 
some friends to borrow a little money until we could 
get started again, and as we turned to help the man — 
unload the boxes, the mailcarrier gave us a letter 
and in it-was a check for $150, as a GIFT instead of 
a loan; we stopped the work and all went on our. 
knees to thank the dear Lord. The goods were placed 
in a little store-room, and missionaries and evangel- 
ists as clerks, they were all sold in 30 days, bringing 
nearly $1000 to be used for feeding our dear little 
family of fallen girls and babes of shame, and we had 
been given the goods for $150. 

And what more shall I say to cause you to feel 
and know that it always pays to help anyone who is 
in distress; not only in a temporal way, but spiritu-— 
ally also. There are lots of organizations and asso-— 
ciations who receive large donations and money to 
give out to the poor, (and that is worthy, if they — 
give it) but when the food and clothing are gone, they — 
are in no better condition than before; but to kneel 
down and pray with such as these and get them saved 
through Faith in the Lord Jesus, not only helps them — 
temporarily, but permanently, and puts them on a 
solid foundation where they can build up a character 
that makes a good Christian citizen, where they are 
a real blessing to their home, community and church. 
This has been our aim at all times, and money that 
has been given us, and all of our money from our 
Evangelistic work as well, has been used in keeping 
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the work going, of helping every girl and woman that — 
came to us or that we found needed help, and while © 


we fed, clothed and secured transportation for them, 


a 


4 


we had workers, day and night, who knew how to 


pray and lead them to Jesus; we never had one girl 
that I know of that did not get saved. 


All we ask for ourselves is that we may have health 
and strength to keep going, for we love to be busy in 
the harvest field, winning precious souls. We are 
not laying up any bank accounts, never expect to re-— 
tire or be superannuated, for there will always be 
some “CHORES” to do for HIM, when we can’t be 


on the “Firing Line.” 

We love the work of the Lord, all of it, and would 
rather know we are the children of God than to be 
millionaires. We never expect to get rich here, but 
we are coming into our inheritance soon, for Father 


f 


: 


has so many mansions, “Houses and lands, and hold- | 


eth the wealth of the world in His hands,” and it is 


only a little while now until we, too, will come to the 


River side, and it may be “I am nearer Home than 


. 


now, perhaps, I think,” and if we should go to Glory | 
through a railroad accident, or suddenly, while out in | 
meetings, we always leave legal papers in safekeeping, 
giving all we have in the work, into loving hands who ; 
will keep it going until Jesus comes, and rescue work 
will no longer be needed. We may not always see the | 


result of what we do, but it pays to do it. 

The Rescue work is only one branch, but a very 
important one, of the church work, and we may add, 
perhaps a TOO MUCH NEGLECTED BRANCH. It 
does not, in any way, interfere with any other de- 
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partment in the church, but rather, is one of the 
greatest incentives we know of to get folks inter- 
ested in personal work and soul-winning. It makes 
one realize, as never before, how awful Sin is, and 
to what depths it will drag those who become entan- 
gled in its yoke of bondage. Mrs. Whittemore says, 
“I believe, that night, about 2 o’clock, I realized as 
never before, the value of an immortal soul, and the 
wonderful love of Jesus in being pleased to save just 
such as they, and “even unto the uttermost.” I felt 
indeed, like praising God before them all, kneeling on 
that dirty sawdust, forever crowding the world out 
of my heart, and giving me far more delight, thus 
bowing before Him in all this wretchedness, than I 
ever experienced in all the so-called pleasures of life.” 

Christian friends, a great responsibility rests upon 
us all, not only to see that we “keep ourselves un- 
spotted from the world,” but to aid in every way we 
can to ‘‘Rescue the perishing, care for the dying and 
lift up the fallen.’ This is the true mission of the 
church. True, many have lost sight of their mission 
and think their duty only is to bake cakes, stew oys- 
ters, and fry chickens, but the commands of Christ 
have not changed. We love to help the fallen brother, 
but have you considered that we must help our fal- 
len sister also. 

Pray about this. Talk it over with your friends 
and interest them in the great Rescue work and the 
redemption of our dear girls from the ‘“‘White Slave 
Traffic.’ Let no one unduly criticize or lay their 
hands upon the work, for it truly is of God, and we 
are only a part of the Loyal Band of missionaries and 
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slum workers who are pouring out their lives to hunt | 
up lost girls and search out the outcast. Our object 
is: The Conversion, Reformation and Christian EKd- 
ucation of Penitent, Erring Girls, the uplifting of 
fallen womanhood, and assisting them back to a life 
of purity and usefulness. 


INASMUCH 


“Many weary hearts are aching in the world today, 

Longing for the old home comforts, tho’ they’re far 
astray. 

If you’ll heed His precious word and-minister to such 

You will hear the Master’s welcome, “Inasmuch, In- 
asmuch.’ 


“You can give a cup of water in the Master’s name, 

You can help the poor and fallen from their lives 
of shame, 

Go and tell the sick and outcast Jesus died for such, 

And you’ll hear these words of glory ‘Inasmuch, In- 
asmuch.’ 


“‘When before the Throne of God the books are opened 


there, 

And you see, in golden letters, loads you helped to 
bear, } 

How your heart will glow with rapture as you feel 
His touch, 

And you’ll hear in won’drous beauty, ‘Inasmuch, in- 
asmuch.’ ” —Sel. . 
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“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least 
of these * * ye have done it unto Me.’”’—Matt. 25: 40. 


“Ail the loving links that bind us, 
One by one we leave behind us, 
While the days are going by; 
But the seeds of good we sow, 
Both in shade and shine will grow, 
And will keep our hearts aglow, 
While the days are going by. 
Adapted. 
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Supplement 


“Praise God from whom all blessings flow.” 

As we look back we can truly say, “Surely the Lord 
was on our side’; and now, how much better work 
we are doing for precious souls. My dear companion 
has gone on to Glory and there were some dark days 
following his departure, but our God has: promised 
to help all those who put their trust in Him. The 
Woman’s Missionary Association of the United Breth- 
ren church, with headquarters at Huntington, Indi- 
ana, took the work over, paid off all indebtedness, and 
now send us a quarterly allowance for current expenses, 
which enables us to go forward. Three workers are 
busy at the new Hope Cottage, located at Lansing, 
Kansas, where we thought we would always have 
room to spare. But the need has increased and we 
must have: more hospital room, with dormitory, new 
‘front stairway, basement for laundry, etc. 

Dear Brother or Sister, are you nearing the City 
where the many mansions be? As you think over 
your life, have you done all you could for poor, lost 
souls, and are you sure you will ‘Come with rejoic- 
ing, bringing in the sheaves,” to lay your trophies 
down at Jesus’ feet and join in the great coronation - 
service and ‘Crown Him Lord of All?” May be you 
have not given all you might have, while you had the 
opportunity, and you feel you ought to have a little 
more invested for God. Why not figure up your ac- 
counts and include this work in your tithing account? 

And then, too, when making your will, remember 
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Hope Cottage, with its homeless babes, its unfortu- 
nate girl-mothers, some of them only 14 years of age; 
its missicnaries going into the missions, jails, homes, 
‘seeking the lost! And as you write the words, “I 
lovingly bequeathe,” make this institution one of your 
beneficiaries. ‘Thank you, one and all, for the many 
kindnesses shown to me; and I ask that each one 
will make it one of their daily privileges to take our 
case to the Throne of Grace. 

We appreciate the many donations of food and 
clothing, and the money that comes to us, which is 
building a living monument that will stand when 
“marble walls and palaces, things of earth, are crash- 
ing and crumbling to dust.” 


“We may tarry awhile here as strangers, 
Unnoticed by those who pass by, 
But the Saviour will crown us in glory 

To shine as the stars of the sky. 


“We may never be rich in earth’s treasures 
Nor rise on the ladder of fame, | 
But the saints will at last be rewarded, 
Made rich in Immanuel’s name. 


“We may live in a tent or a cottage, 
And die in seclusion unknown, 
But the Father, who seeth in secret, 

Remembers each one of His own.’ 


In Christian love, . 
Evangelist M. Alice Durham. 
Leavenworth, Kansas. 
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Rev. Martin Francis Durham was born at Medora, 
Indiana, August 16, 1866. He was “Born Again’— 
converted—in August 1905, in the City Rescue Mis- 
sion in Kansas City, Mo. He was married to Alice 
Foster, November 22, 1905, and in 1906 he conse- 
crated his life for service for Christ. Brother Dur- 
ham united with the United Brethren church soon 
after his conversion, and was ever loyal to the radical 
principles of the church. He was given quarterly 
conference license to preach by Presiding Elder At- 
kinson of the Kansas conference and received his 
annual conference license from Bishop C. L. Wood. 
After completing the course of study he was ordained 
by Bishop O. G. Alwood. He took a course of music 
at the Moody Bible Institute, Chicago, and was the 
leader in song in the evangelistic work in which he 
was engaged with his wife. He was an earnest, de- 
voted worker in the rescue work, of helping those 
who had their sorrows on his heart and was ever 
ready to point them to the one Friend above all 
others; and he not only sympathized and gave spir- 
itual aid, but helped in a practical way as well. He 
would often say to his wife, ‘“When I leave you, you 
must carry the work on.’ On Monday morning, April 
8, 1918, just before sunrise, he closed his eyes on the 
things that are seen and went to be with Jesus, the 
One whom he had loved so well and worked for so 
faithfully. We shall meet him again in that beau- 
tiful city of gold. 
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NO ROOM 


No room for the undesirables, 
No room for the down-and-outs; 
~ No room for the fallen daughters, 
Her life wasted in sin’s dark marts. 
Shun, despise and forsake her, 
On to hell, with her pals, let her go; 
Make quick work of her case, but remember 
That the Saviour did not treat her so. 


Who is she and where did she come from? 
The Pharisees knew all of that, 
And the black life of sin; but Jesus 

- Asked the question, “Men, where are you at?” 

Not one of them then could condemn her, 
For their lives were all poisoned with sin. 
To His great heart, in loving forgiveness, 
Christ then gathered the penitent in. 

“No room,” said the world, “let her perish.” 
But Hope Cottage in mercy replied, 

“Yes, there’s room, come, and ever you’re welcome, 
Every heart-broken daughter and unwelcomed ehild; 
Here are hearts that will love you and help you 
To the Saviour, whose power, when applied 
To these sad, broken lives, will guide them 
To their place on His right, at His side. —H.E.B. 
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CITY RESCUE MISSION 
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The old Hope Cottage was located at the junction 
of Sherman Ave. and Cherokee St., Leavenworth, 
Kansas; moved from there to 512 Delaware St., and 
then to the City Rescue Mission. 


The Hope Cottage Rescue Mission work was started 
in 1910 by Rev. and Mrs. M. F. Durham. Incorpor- — 
rated in 1912 under the charter of the State of 
Kansas. . 
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OUR NEW HOPE COTTAGE 


Arriving at 214 Delaware St., Leavenworth, Kansas, 
on the eighth day of March, 1919, my first work was 
to locate a suitable house for our new Hope Cottage, 
the work of the Rescue.Home being of such nature 
that the rooms over the Mission at 214 Delaware street 
were inadequate to meet our needs. While looking for 
a new location we were not idle. One day in May we 
_ were called to a home to pray with a dying girl, who 
had come from a large city in‘the west, to die in the 
home of her grandmother. Another day while out 
calling we called upon two old women, and if ever any 
one was. devil possessed. one of those women was. 
While amidst clouds of cigarette smoke we oned to read 
some scripture, she would not OG us ‘te. dd so, but 
the other woman seemed much impressed by oux lit- 
erature and especially with Mrs, Durham’s book: “ave 
the Girls’? and later we were! made glad when several 
times we saw her at the street ‘meeting, Christ came 
and brought hope and. immortality to light and: there 
is hope for just such as these. | 

Many other cases came to our knowledge a Pan 
us to pray the more earnestly until the Lord did open 
the way and show us a place with conditions such as 
we could meet, so on the 28th day of July we left 214 
Delaware street and moved into our 


NEW HOPE COTTAGE 


a sixteen room house with garage, chicken yard and 
large garden place. 
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_ We hope to be able to help such as come to us to be 
restored to paths of righteousness, to be transformed 
into the image of Christ. Our prayer is daily that 
God will make us worthy of the place intrusted unto 
us. : 
Of the unfortunate girls cared for in this Home 
nearly 70 percent are motherless. Lack of home train- 
ing and education is the greatest cause for the downfall 
of these girls. Their work has been largely in the 
shops and factories where girls are made the sporting 
stock for the managers. Their minds and habits a 
blank as to house work, home-making and mother 
hood, thus they come to us with undesirable ways and 
habits that must be broken. This can be done only 
through the Divine Life lived among them by those 
who would help them. 

We are sometimes asked questions something like 
this: “Do you live in the same house with these fallem 
girls?’ Do you eat at the same table?” etc. Many 
times the missionary is looked down upon and turned. 
down because of this—yet is not this the true gospel. 
way? Did not Christ meet and mingle with the people 
He wanted to reach, and are we carrying out all of 
His commands unless we do? | 

One statesman said, ““You are doing a great work at 
Hope Cottage and what you are doing now is only a 
drop in the bucket of what you will. be doing fifty years 
from now, you have just begun.” 4H. E. B. 


“A DOOR OF HOPE” 
Hope Cottage Rescue Home is a “door of hope” for 
— i0i — 
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the fallen, based on the teaching of Jesus in the New 
Testament. 


The door is not only ajar, but wide open, day and 
night, and any poor girl in trouble will find a Christlike 
welcome when her plight has closed every other door 
against her. No one can fully appreciate this work 
that does not accept the teachings of Jesus Christ as 
set forth in His dealings with women, who were sinners. 


The people responsible for the beneficient work 
done here are not idly waiting for someone to seek ad- 
mission, but are diligently searching, in the dark and 
dreadful ways of sin for poor outcasts, homeless and — 
friendless. 


The matron does not examine the larder to see if 
the supply will warrent the newcomer’s reception, but 
straightway receives her and ministers to the hungry 
and helpless with what is provided. 


The Rescue Mission Home has many friends who 
know of the Christ-like work wrought here, and who 
are grateful for the sweet privilege of lending a help- 
ing hand. Many of the dear girls who have been wel- 
comed here have been transformed and are living pure, 
earnest Christian lives. The Word of God and Prayer 
to God are the methods used to bring about the change 
in these sad lives and in building up a character for 
time to come. 


Will YOU help to keep the doors open, when fath- 
--er’s door and all other doors, except the door of:the 
brothel, are closed against them ?—Mrs. M. A. Durham. 
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RESCUE WORK 


There are probably many friends of this work 
who have but a faint idea of its meaning thinking it 
different from other mission work. Perhaps that is 
so, as there seems to be a shrinking away from it by 
many otherwise good people; however is it not true 
that we who are saved, if we are saved at all,, have all 
been rescued from sin, and is it not also true that sin is 
the same, without respect of persons, in the sight of 
God, and that after all, our work is not different from 
other mission work, only in that we deal mostly with 
the undesirables, those with which other workers do 
not wish to have anything to do, whatever there is of 
difference, we who are giving our lives to the work 
know that it takes a complete consecration to do it 
that home, friends and earthly interests must all be 
left behind and Jesus only be kept in view. When we 
think of Him, how He left His:home in Glory and be- 
came a sacrifice for us; how when He came He was not 
desired, We are moved to deepest gratitude to 
Him who was without sin for the lowly way 
He went before us, and to deepest compas- 
sion for those undesirables for whom there is no 
room except in Rescue Homes such as Hope Cottage 
and other homes like it. The joy expressed by the 
angels so long ago when they sang, “‘Glory to God in the 
highest, peace on earth, good will unto men.” can be 
experienced by rescue workers, when they hear the 
testimony and prayers of those rescued and see the 
change in their lives, for there is joy in Heaven over 
one sinner that repenteth—The Rescue Workers. 
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THERE IS HOPE FOR ALL 


If friends that you trusted had proven untrue, 
and if your .own, your very own homefolks turn you 
out and would not even permit you to write to them, 
and trouble, sorrow and repentings take hold on you, 
would you appreciate hearing some one say, “There is 
hope for you, even you?” Yes it is true, Christ came 
to seek and to save that which was lost.—Luke 19:10. 

Salvation is a transforming power that works. 
As renovating and transforming can be accomplish- 
ed in material things, so also the spiritual or soul 
part of man can be regenerated. In the material 
things we take the old hopeless looking piece of fur- 
niture from the junk pile, we scrape and rub and 
cleanse and scrub and sometimes soaking is good.. 
We remove the undesirable and mend the broken parts, 
and apply new paint or covering, and lo, and behold,.a 
transformation has taken place and we have a new 
piece of furniture to be proud of, so also does the power 
of God transform the most hopeless, helpless souls 
into new creatures in Christ. When the filth of sin 
has been washed away and stolen goods returned and 
broken vows mended and every undesirable habit of 
character removed, there will shine forth a new person 
a soul winner; one who will put in his time helping 
to lift up the down-trodden and sinful. 

How can it be done? Jeremiah the old time 
prophet wondered about it and the Lord told him to 
go visit the potter’s house.—Jer.18:2-4, The Lord is 
able out of the marred vessel to make another new 
one more lovely than the first could ever have been. 
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A PLEA FOR THE PRODIGAL GIRL 


“T read of the death of the martyrs; 
The story of Peter and Paul, 

The story of Luther and Calvin— 
I respect and honor them all; 

And also old Thomas and Stephen, 
Honest and faithful men, 

And I’ve read the sweet story of Jesus, 
And expect to read it again, 

I’ve read of the Good Samaritan, 
Of charity’s lesson begun, 

And my heart goes out in great pity 
To the wayward prodigal son. 


‘“‘All are so glad to welcome him, 
So quick to forget and forgive, 

It makes no difference what he has done, 
If he only comes back to live; 

They have always prayed for the prodigal boy 
Since ever the world begun 

The joy, the glory, forgiveness, 
Of the returning, wayward son, 

But poets seem to forget to write 
Of the saddest thing in the world— 

They are not so eager to welcome back 
The poor little prodigal girl. 


“Just why she has turned out crooked— 
She happened to find the ‘right one,’ 

Who had the slick tongue of a Judas— 
And that was your prodigal son. 
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Though the boy is upheld and forgiven, 
It is common all over the world, 

That you scornfuly point out for gossip 
The poor little prodigal girl. 

There is nothing so truly pathetic 
As the life of the maidens who fall, 

And if you search down to the bottom 
You will find man the cause of it all. 


“But he is led back in society 
And nursed with tenderest care, 
Held up to the world as a hero, 
And mentioned in fervent prayer, 
While she is cast out from her loved ones, 
Out in the hard, cruel world, 
And everyone points out and scorns her, 
The poor little prodigal girl. 
Now, as has been said quite often, 
And we repeat it again, 
That ‘the lowest of fallen women 
Are better than some of the men.’ 
—Author unknown. 


Jesus asked the sinful woman, hath no man con- 
demned thee?She said, No man, Lord. And Jesus 
said unto her. Neither do I condemn thee; go and 
sin no more.—sSt. John 8:10-11. 
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A MOTHER’S PRAYER 


Little moist mouth pressed to my cheek, 
What are the words you are going to speak? 
Hands now so eager for everything new, — 


In the days that are coming, what will you do? 


Little bright eyes that look into mine, 

What will you see in the future time? 

Dear little pink and white shell of an ear. 
What in the years are you going to hear? 
Feet that are learning to run to and fro, 

Over what paths are you going to go? 

Little pure heart with scarcely an ache, 

What are the hurts that will make you break? 


For lips that dare to speak what is true, 

For hands turned to deeds no other will do, 
For eyes that see beauty in things not fair, 
For ears that in discord hear music rare, 

For feet that choose places no other will go, 
For heart that will break for another’s woe, - 


This 1s your mother’s prayer for you. 


Elizabeth H. Benson — 
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A MOTHER’S ANGUISH 


Dear little darling baby, 

An orphan alone will you roam; 

With no one to claim you as daddy, 
And nowhere to feel at home. 

Bone of my bone and flesh of my flesh, 
How can I let you go 

Out in this dark wicked world so cruel? 
Darling I love you so. 


Cold wicked world I hate you, 

Your loud sounding offers you give; 

With your sham and show and auto rides, too, 
How little you care how we live, 

There’s only one way, yes, my heart’s beating wild, 
O Lord who doth love us all; 

Wilt thou hear the sad cry of my lone orphan child, 
And for justice some day wilt thou call. 


Where with my burden and woe, pray tell, 

To whom but my Lord can I go? 

With this darling babe in this world somewhere, 

And no one the truth must know. 

How can I bear it, does Christ understand, 

Was he touched with my grief when He cried, 
Father forgive them they know not what they do?) 

When for my sins on the cross He died? { 

—H. E. B. 
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ARE YOU THIS CHILD’S FATHER? 
(By C. F. Blore) 


—— 





A few days ago I saw a fine, plump little girl. She 
‘was with her mother—herself not much past girlhood. 

But the child has no father. He ran away even be- 
fore baby was born, so that the sweet little thing has 
‘never looked into the face of him who was perhaps 
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the chief cause of her being brought into this world. 
I used to have for a neigbor a young woman who | 
was a very hard-working girl. She has a son. But, 
the boy has no father. ri 
_ Now, I know these children are not yours, unless, 
you are one of two certain men. But possibly one of 
thousands of other fatherless (?) children I know is 
yours—perhaps more than one of them should be eat. 
_ ing at your table and calling you father and receiving - 
an education and moral training from your hands! We 
have a great many “fatherless’”’ children in this old 
world; but we also have very many “childless” fathers. _ 
Little do some men who visit the brothels andl i 
who indulge in other illicit intercourse realize that 
the children of their lawful wife, the darlings they | 
- hug to their breasts and cherish, little do some of. 
these men think that these legal children may havef 
curly haired blue eyed brothers and sisters some-_ 
where. Men scowl upon the prostitute mother who. 
leaves her babe on the steps of the poorhouse and 
flees. But perhaps one of the very men who scowl - 
at this heartless act would find a peculiar likeness of | 
features between'that babe’s and his own if he was | 
interested enough to go and see. j 
When men think more sanely that the result | 
of a night’s pleasure may make them the father of 
a “fatherless’” child, when they think more calmly | 
that possibly their own flesh and blood, a half-brother | 
or sister to the little toddling tots that play around, 
their hearth, is begging somewhere for bread, and is / 
calling for a father who never answers—then pera | 
men will be more manly, and instead of needed legi 
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lation to curtail their lustful desire, will, for the love 

of their own offspring, for love of the issue of their 
own flesh, cleave unto their own lawfully wedded 
wives and leave other women alone. 


A MESSAGE TO MOTHERS 
(Aunt Marie Atwood) 


To the Mothers today, I would speak, if I may, 
Of little ones under your care; — 
They are not safe at night, if they’re out of your 
sight— : 
There’s poison abroad in the air. 
Oh, what a defense is a little good sense, 
When rightly applied to the youth; 
Mother, let the time fly, put your arm round your boy 
And lovingly tell him the truth. 


Those jewels so rare, God put under your care, 
And they are more precious than gold; 

Oh, guard well your flowers, though it cost sleepless 

hours, 

Keep on them a strong: loving hold. 

Now listen, I pray, if your girl goes astray, 
Yourself is the one that’s to blame; 

For I’m strongly impressed by the way she is dressed, 
Sometime it will bring you to shame. 


For you ought to know, as she goes to and fro, 
The tempter is busy today; 
Would you have her be strong in the fight against 
wrong, 
Don’t send her half naked, I pray. 
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You will meet with defeat, if your girl walks the 
street, 
She surely will drift with the tide; 
For in every town there are some who go down— 
There is danger on every side. ; 


For go where you will, over valley and hill, 
The Nickle-Low-Down is found there, 

It may come in disguise, but just open your eyes, 
And see the result everywhere. 

- They will ask you to go, you will have to say NO, 
To keep their young hearts undefiled; 

If you have to refuse, then their purity choose, 
Oh, Mother, look after your child. 

(Sent by Mrs. Ruby Scalley, Freeport, Mich.) 


WHAT ABOUT GIRLS AT HOPE COTTAGE? 


We have been asked of different ones, questions 
along this line, and wish to make use of this way in 
answering, that all who read this may understand. 


What Do They Pay? 


There is no pay, for Hope Cottage is a real Chris- 
_ tian home, where every one who comes in is a mem- 

ber of the family, and is willing to help in the up- 
keep of the home in some way or other. If a girl 
has money she is usually anxious to give and her of- 
fering will be accepted the same as other like dona- 
tions. The girls who are homeless, friendless, and 
penniless, receive the same welcome and her inter- 
ests are looked after the same as any other, for God 
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is no respecter of persons, neither can we be, and as 
this home is kept up by free will offerings, each girl 
can at least pray, and truly the Lord does hear and 
answer prayers in supplying the needs of the home. 


How Long Do They Stay? 


That depends upon the conditions of the girl, usu- 
ally until the needs of her particular case have been 
met or until the disagreeable features of her case 
have been unraveled for her so that she is able to 
get out and fill her place in the world, better equipped 
to meet the realities of life. This may take days, 
months or years, as her case may require—perhaps 
she may wish to train as a missionary 


What Kind of Girls? 


Any unfortunate, fallen girl or woman, rich or poor, 
any unfortunate, homeless and friendless girl, any 
girl who is sick and tired of sin and desires to give 
up the old way and learn to live a better fine is wel- 
come in our home. Se AD " 


What is Required of ‘Them? 


Each girl helps with the work at the home when 
able to do so, attends family worship every morning 
and evening and takes some active part in the same 
at least once every day. 


Some Benefits 


Nice, clean, sanitary rooms, wholesome food prop- 
erly served. Instructions in sewing and all other 
lines of work profitable for good home making, also 
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instructions in writing, as all letters of the home are 
corrected before sent out. Good company and safe 
protection against those who would lure girls into 
sin, as no girl goes out from here alone, and best of 
all, Love and Christian fellowship, music, singing, . 
missionary meetings, prayer meetings and daily Bible 
readings help to make this home a good place to live, 
and no girl can come into this home even for a day 


without being made better by coming. If you, who : 


read this, know of any one who needs what this home 
has for just such an one, write, or what would be even 
better, come. And do pray for us. HB 
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